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PREFACE 



My book of " Othe* Datb," contaming Chronicles 
and MemoricB of Actort, hat been received by the public 
with gratifying favor, and that favor hat impelUd me 
to act on a luggeition, coming from several sources, 
that I should write a companion book, containing 
Chronicles and Memories of Authors. The result is 
this book of " Old Feiends." / was introduced into 
the companionship of authors early tn life, having 
published my first book, — which led to acquaintance 
with some of them, — in 1854, and / have had friendly 
intercourse with many of them, extending over a period 
of more than fifty years. Some of my recollections of 
that intercourse are here expressed, with all the kind- 
ness that is consistent with truth, and perhaps my 
readers wiU find a little pleasure m rambUng with me 
along the grass-grown pathways of the Past, where 
the idoU of my youthful enthusiasm and the comrades 
of my pen remain unchanged. 

Yet let not those readers suppose that I write ai 
a praiter of the Past, in detraction of the Present. 
Reverence for that which is old, only because it is old, 
has often been imputed to me, always without reason 
or justice. There is no foUy more egregious than that 
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vMch judget the Pretent by the Past, wiAett it be the 
ffMy that judges the Pa$t by the Present. Having 
been a conttTtaal leriter for the prest and for the book- 
leUert nnce early youth, much that I have mritten has, 
neceuarily, been ephemeral; but many theme* apper- 
ttuning to contemporary periods have been expounded 
by my pen and celebrated with ardent enth^utasm. In 
these books of mine, " Othee Days " and " Old 
FasKsoa," the intention is clearly Hgnified, not of the 
c^bration of To-day, but of the remimscence of Yes- 
terday; and therefore no reason exists vihy praise of 
the Present should be expected in them, or the absence 
of it be deplored. With regard to the Present, m Lit- 
erature and Dramatic Art, it is my purpose to publish 
several books. These sketches otdy represent a Past 
that I personally itneiv. If by chance they should sur- 
tAae their little day, they may md the future historian 
in tracing the literary movement in America, and throw 
some light upon the personality of those who guided it. 
It should be added that much of the material of this 
book was first made known in " The PhUaddphia Sat- 
urday Evemng Post," but has been revised aitd aug- 
mented for publication in the present form. If foimd 
tedious, I would plead Sir Walter Scott's aptAogeticid 
remark, that ** Old men may be permUted to speak 
long, because they cannot, in the course of Nature, 
have long to speak." 

W.W. 
Tfew York, AprU 28, 1909- 



" For pnciottt fnend$ hid in dwA't daUUu ntght." 



"When miuing on eompaniona gon» 
Wt doubly feel oanelve* alone." 

Sn Waltb Soon. 

"Shadee of departed joy around me rite. 

With many a face that amUet on ms no more. 
With many a voice, f&of ihrilla of iranapori gave, 
Sov tiient aa the groBt Oiai tufta their grave," 

Samuel Booebb. 



When now the iwiligM hour comet on 
And Memory brooda o'er pleasures gone. 
While Joy with Sorrow softly htends, 
'Tia sweet to think of vanish'd friends. 
And dream that, close behind the veil, 
They wait to give the welcome haiil 
Strange hope! aimosi akin to fear — 
Yet who would wish to lose it heref 



I. 

LONGFELLOW. 

The year 1 88& brought the centenary of Cooper. 
The year 1907 brought the centenary of Long- 
fellow. Those men were the leaders of Amer- 
ican hterature in the nineteenth century, and they 
remain the two great representative American 
authors. Longfellow is the foremost of our 
poets. Cooper is the foremost of our novelists. 
Many years ago, in London, in conversation with 
the most expert, accomplished, and fascinating of 
story-tellers, Wilkie Collins, that excellent writer 
said to me: "America has produced one great 
novelist; I wonder whether you can tell me his 
name." "The name of him," I said, "is James 
Fenimore Cooper." "Right " exclaimed Collins, 
in obvious satisfaction; "the author of Leather- 
stocking was a man of wonderful genius." 
Cooper, who died in 1851, when aged sixty-two, 
I did not know and never saw ; but in boyhood I 
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worshipped him, and in age I still read his roman- 
tic stories, — so pure in spirit, so fine in invention, 
so beautiful in picture and, aside from some in- 
flexibility of language in the sentimental pas- 
sages, so rich, true, natural, and various in char- 
acteristic dialogue, — ^with delight and admiration. 
Longfellow I knew well, beginning my ac- 
quaintance with him at a time of life when the 
affections are ardent, when the confiding fancy 
exults in its ideals, and when the mind is sus- 
ceptible to the charm of romance. The poet was 
forty-seven when first we met, and from that 
time, for twenty-eight years, it was my happy 
fortune to hold a place in his afifectionate esteem. 
To me, from the first, he was an object of rever- 
ence. I loved him, and I rejoice to ranember that 
he honored me with his friendship, and that I pos- 
sessed and enjoyed that blessing till the day of 
liis death. Dining the years from 1858- '54 to 
1859-'60 1 was often a guest In his house, at Cam- 
bridge, and I had the rare privilege of his ex- 
a^lpIe, his conversation, and his counsel. In the 
winter of 1859-'60 I established my residence in 
New York and could no longer be near to him; 
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but he frequently wrote to me, and I visited him 
as oftoi as I oould. "Come and sit in my chil- 
dren's chair," he said to me, on the occasion of 
my latest visit; "you never forget me; y<nt 
always come to see me." He knew my love for 
him, and he trusted it. I saw him as he was; 
and, within my observation and knowledge of 
men, which have been exceptionally wide, a man 
more noble, gentle, lovable and true never lived. 
In certain musical and beautiful words, writ- 
ten on a day in March, 1855, Henry Wadsivorth 
Longfellow hallowed the city of Portland, Maine, 
where he was bom, February 27, 1807, and where 
he passed his youth. He came of an old family, 
of Yorkshire, England, and on the maternal 
side he was descended from John Alden and 
Friscilla Mullens, of the Mayflower Massachu- 
setts Colony. He was graduated from Bowdoin 
College, Brunswick, Maine, in 1825, and, after 
passing four years in travel and study in £urox>e, 
he occupied a diair in that college, as a professor 
of modem languages. That office he held for 
more than five years, resigning it in 1885, in 
order to make another European tour, prepara- 
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tory to the acceptance of a professorship of 
modem languages in Harvard College. He 
was married, in 1881, to 5Iiss Mary Potter, of 
Portland, who died in November, 1885, when 
travelling with him in Holland. In December, 
1886, he established his residence in Cambridge, 
Massachusetts, and began his labor as a Harvard 
professor. In July, 1848, he was married to 
Miss Frances Applelon, of Boston, with whom, 
for eighteen years, he Hved in perfect happiness, 
ended by her sudden, tragical death, by fire, in 
the summer of 1861. He resigned his office at 
Harvard College in 1854, and from that time 
till the last he devoted himself exclusively to 
literary authorship. In 1866 he visited Europe 
for tbe third and last time, remaining there 
eighteen months. In the autumn of 1869 he 
returned to his home in Cambridge, — an old 
Colonial mansion known as the Craigie House 
and celebrated as having once been occupied by 
Washington, — and there he resided till the end 
of his days. He died on March 24, 1882, and 
his body was buried, beside that of his second 
wife, in the cemetery of Mount Auburn, where 
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rest the mortal relics of so many of his friends. 
His works, in pirose and verse,— -the first of which 
was "Outre-Mer," pubhshed in 1835, and the last 
of which was "Michael Angelo," published in 
1883, — fill eleven large volumes, and they have 
been translated, in all or in part, into fifteai 
languages. His statue, according to present 
design, will be erected in a meadow oppo- 
site to his former home, overlooking the pleas- 
ant river Charles, which he loved, and which be 
has celebrated in felicitous and tender song. 
His bust, in Westminster Abbey, — the first 
monument to an American author ever placed 
in that venerable temple, — stands in the Poets' 
Comer, near to the effigy of Dryden, and looks 
across the graves of Beaumont, Cowley, Den- 
ham, Tennyson, and Browning, to the hallowed 
spot where the dust of Campbell mingles with 
that of Sheridan, Henderson, Cumberland, and 
Macaulay, and where the remains o£ Garrick, 
Doctor Johnson, and Henry Irving slumber side 
by side. 

A reason for thinking that Longfellow is the 
foremost of American poets is the belief that he 



82 OLD FRIENDS 

was more objective than any of the other bards, 
and was elementally actuated by an impulse of! 
greater and broader design. Individual lyrics 
might be named, written by other American 
{>oet8, that, periiaps, surpass, in the element of 
passionate inspiration, anything that proceeded 
from Longfellow's pen. Foe's "Haunted Pal- 
ace," Halleck's "Marco Bozzaris," Story's 
"Cleopatra," and Whittier's "St. John de 
Matha^' are types of ardent poetic emotion; 
but no other American poet has produced a 
fabric of imaginative poetry that rises to the 
hdght of Longfellow's "Golden Legend" and is 
sustained with such copious feeling and diversi- 
fied with such affluence of invention, unflagging 
interest of material, and perfectitm of taste. 

Another reason why Longfellow stands fore- 
most among our poets is that he possessed uid 
manifested a more comprehensive, various, and 
fehdtous command of verbal art than has 
heea displayed by any other American poet; 
while still another reason is that he speaks 
with a voice that is more universal than 
personaL "Evangeline," "The Building of the 
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Ship," "The Golden Legend," "The Saga of 
King Olaf," "Tales of a Wayside Inn," and 
"Hiawatha" are works that iUiunine the gen- 
eral imagination, express the general human 
heart, and are freighted with the general life of 
man. 

Longfellow coice told me that he sometimes 
wrote poems wfaidi he considered too personal, 
too delicate, for publication; but he did not write 
exdusively for himself; he wrote for others ; and 
more fully than any other American poet 
he represents the two cardinal principles which 
are of the highest import to the human race, — 
nobility of individual life and faith in the divine 
government of the world. He is absolutely pure ; 
he turns to beauty everything that he touches; 
and he continually imparts that conviction of 
spiritual immortality which alcHie can lift man- 
kind above the dread of death ; that absolute trust 
in a celestial destiny which alone can inculcate 
patient endurance of our inevitable sorrows, the 
natural and unavoidable consequence of mor- 
tality. Mudi of the possible enjoyment of life 
is sacrificed in the taking of futile precautions as 
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to the future; for, as said by Wordsworth and 
taught by Longfellow: 

Disasters — do the best we can — 
Will reach us, great and small, 

And he is oft the wisest man 
Who is not wise at all. 
Longfellow's place in literature is not among 
the marvels of creative genius, the portents that 
dazzle and bewilder, such as Milton, Dryden, 
Byron and Coleridge, but with tJbe benefactors 
of mankind, that soothe and bless. Lowell 
associated him with the English poet, Thomas 
Gray, whose works, beautiful as they are {the 
immortal Elegy being unequalled by anything 
of the kind in our language), do not contain a 
tithe of Longfellow's hxmianity. To my mind 
he more resembles, in ess«itial ways, the earlier 
English poet, Abraham Cowley. But, however 
tiiat may be, his poetry takes a wide range, and 
it appeals to a vast number of persons, because 
it expresses for each of them, simply, directly, 
and admirably, the emotion that each of them 
feels and would like to express. It does not 
always elevate the reader, but it always satisfies; 
and it always elevates the subject. 
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An anecdote that is amusing and at the sune 
time significant was told to me by tiie clever, 
versatile, popular, lamented James R. Osgood, 
once prominent as a publisher in Boston and 
London. Mr. Osgood, who began his career as 
a bookseller in the shop at "the Old Comer" of 
Sdiool and Washington streets, Boston, was 
accosted in that shop (so he related) by a 
stranger, who expressed the wish to buy a volxmie 
of poetry, as a Christmas present for a girl. "I 
don't want Byron or Shelley," he remarked, "or 
anything of that kind; I want something like 
Longfellow. He suits the girls and he suits me. 
He's a good, mfe, family poet." 

In one point of view that remark might seem 
to be a disparagement, an implication of con- 
ventionality and commonplace. In another point 
of view it is a tribute. All thoughtful men are 
aware of the tremendous influence that reading 
exerts over the mind of youth. The things that 
we read when we are young sink deep into the 
memory and are never wholly forgotten. They 
color our thoughts and they more or less affect 
the conduct of our lives. Byron's "Don Juan," 
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' — considered with reference to its scope, its 
variety of subjects, its feeling, its humor, its wii; 
its worldly wisdom, its satire, its poetry, and its 
wonderful mastery of the language, — ^is one of 
the most colossal fabrics of literary art existent 
in any literature. Southey's "Curse of Kehama," 
notwithstanding its supreme felicity of fancy 
and its exquisite finish of style, is a somewhat 
arid composition. But there is no father who 
would not prefer that his child should read "The 
Curse of Kehama" rather than "Don Juan." In 
one of his letters Scott has wisely remarked : "It 
is not passages of ludicrous indelicacy that cor- 
rupt the manners of a people; it is the sentimen- 
tal story, half lewd, half methodistic, that de- 
bauches the understanding." 

The notion that everything should be generally 
read only because it happens to hare been written 
is radically misdiievous as well as unsound. An 
idea has long been prevalent, and it happens to 
be more than commonly prevalent now (because 
of a general trend toward luxury and sensuality, 
combined with the admired publicity of decadent 
and degenerate authors and actors) , that delirium 
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is genius, and that without convulsion there can- 
not be power. It was said of the Scotch essay- 
ist, Gilfillan, that he seemed to think himself a 
great painter because he painted with a large 
hruBh. "The first time I ever saw that remark- 
able woman," says Mr. Crum7nle», in "Nicholas 
Nickleby," — referring to his formidable wife, — 
"she was standing on her head, upon the top of 
a pole, surrounded with fireworks." A certain 
fine frenzy is, doubtless, a part of the tempera- 
ment of goiius; but just as the sun^iine per- 
meates space without a sound, so does the 
magical light of genius illumine the human sou] 
without effort and without strife. The comet, 
seeming to flash lawless through the untravelled 
heavens, may prove a momentary wonder; the 
stupendous, calm order of the solar system, with- 
out wfaidi all life would instantly be hurled into 
diaos, is not simply a marvel, it is a perpetual 
blessing. Genius that is erratic and splendid 
shines but to dazzle, and it soon is quendied. The 
lasting value of genius is beneficence. "I have 
been, perhaps," said that great poet and still 
greater man. Sir Walter Scott, toward the close 
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of his life, "the most voluminous author of the 
day, and it is a comfort to me to think that I 
have tried to unsettle no man's faith, to corrupt 
no man's principles, and that I have written noth- 
ing which, on my death-bed, I should wish 
blotted." 

Longfellow made himself known to thousands 
of hearts, and every heart is purer and stronger 
for the knowledge of him. "Shall there be no 
repose in literature!" he once wrote: "Shall 
every author be like a gladiator, with swollen 
veins and distended nostrils, as if each encounter 
was for hfe or death?" How truly Longfellow 
was a poet of power, — not the power that makes 
fireworks, but the power that can rise to the 
dignity of a great theme and evenly sustain itself 
in perfect poise, — ^his noble poem of "The Goblet 
of Life" wiU testify. Nothing but poetic inspira- 
tion can account for such poans as his "Sandal- 
phon," "The Beleaguered City," "The Ballad of 
Carmilhan," "The Open Window," "The Foot- 
steps of Angels," and "The Chamber Over the 
Gate." Time may forget such narratives as 
"The Courtship of Miles Standish" and sudi 
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plays as "The Spanish Student," but nev^ the 
sublime deTelopment of his "Clmstus"; never 
the solemn piean of patient will that he uttered in 
"The Light of Stars." 

Disparagement of Longfellow began early, 
and, though not now often audible, it has en- 
dured. The Boston "Iranscendentalists" could 
not abide him. Certain foreign critics found him 
more "mediseval" than American. That eminent 
Catholic poet, Coventry Patmore, — ^who wrote 
"The Angel in the House," and who emitted 
the amazing announcement that Thomas Bu- 
chanan Read's autumnal poem of "The Clos- 
ing Scene" is superior to Gray's "Elegy," — ele- 
gantly referred to him, in one of his published let- 
ters, as "Longwindedfellow." Hie complaint, — 
which is one that more or less touches all Ameri- 
can hterature, — proceeds now, as it has all along 
proceeded, from an irrational disposition, firat 
to revert to the berserker state of feeling, and 
then to exact, from a new country, new forms 
of speech. Thus, for example, literary authori- 
ties in England, some of them conspicuous for 
station and ability, have accepted, and, in some 
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cases, have extolled b^ond the verge of extrava- 
gance, one American writer, the eccentric Walt 
Whitman, for no better reason than becaxise he 
discanled all laws of hterary composition, and, 
instead of writing either prose or verse, composed 
an micouth catalogue of miscellaneous objects 
and images, generally commonplace, sometimes 
coarse, and sometimes filthy. That auctioneer's 
list of topics and appetites, intertwisted with a 
formless proclamation of carnal propensities and 
universal democracy, has been hailed as grandly 
original and distinctively American, only be- 
cause it is crude, shapeless, and vulgar. The 
writings of Walt Whitman, in so far as they are 
anything, are philosophy: they certainly are not 
poetry: and they do not possess even the merit 
of an original style; for Macpherson, with fais 
"Ossian" forgeries; Martin Farquhar Tupper, 
with his "Proverbial Philosophy," and Samuel 
Warren, with his tumid "Ode," were extant long 
before the advent of Whitman. Furthamore, 
Plato's writings were not unknown; v/hUe the 
brotherhood of man had been proclaimed in 
Judea, with practical consequences that are still 
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obvious. No author has yet made a vehicle of 
expression that excels, in any way whaterer, or 
for any purpose, the blank verse of Shakespeare 
and Milton. In the hands of any artist who 
can use them the old forms of expressicm are 
abundantly adequate, and so, likewise, are the 
old subjects; at all events, nobody has yet dis- 
covered any theme more fruitful tiian the human 
heart, human experience, man in his relation to 
Nature and to God. 

Invidious criticism of Longfellow's poetry was 
written, with peculiar zest, by Miss Margaret 
Fuller, a native of Cambridge, who married an 
Italian and became Countess d'OssoIi. She was 
a dever woman, of a somewhat tart temper, and 
prone to the peevish ill-nature of a discontented 
nund. In the early dajrs of "The New- York Tri- 
bune" she was a contributor to that paper and, 
more or less, to the perplexities of its eccentric 
founder, Horace Greeley. Both Longfellow and 
his wife spoke of her, to me, with obvious, though 
courteously veiled, dislike. Her health was not 
robust; ^e suffered from some form of spinal 
disease that caused her occasionally to wriggle 
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when seated. She figures among the writers 
commemorated by the venomous industry of 
Rufus Wilmot Griswold, and she is chiefly re- 
membered as having perished in a shipwreck on 
the southern coast of Long Island. 

"The poet aims to give pleasure," Longfellow 
more than once said to me, "but the purpose of 
the critic is, usually, to give pain." Speaking 
of the numerous papers that were sent to him, 
containing notices of his poems, he told me that 
it was his custom never to read an article written 
in an unpleasant spirit. "If, after reading a few 
lines, I find that the intention is to wound," he 
said, "I drop the paper into the fire, and that is 
the end of it." A kindred feeling was expressed 
by Sir Walter Scott, who, referring to Jeffrey, 
the eminent Edinburgh reviewer, wrote: "I have 
neither time nor inclination to be perpetually 
making butterflies tiiat he may have the pleasure 
of pulling their wings and legs off"; and again, 
remarking on the same subject, Scott said: "I 
would rather please one man of genius than all 
the great critics in the kingdom." Longfellow, 
of course, knew that it is possible for criticism 
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to be creative (as it sometimes is, and as notably 
it was when written by Mattiiew Arnold), and 
likewise that it can help the right by opposing the 
wrong; but his preference, always and rightly, 
TTOS for the creative order of mind. One of the 
wisest and best of all precepts is expressed in his 
mcmition that "he who carries bricks to the build- 
ing of every one's house will never build one for 
himself." 

The most acrimonious critic of Longfellow's 
poetry was his famous contemporary, Edgar Poe 
(1809- '49). Poe's criticisms of Ix>ngfellow are 
included in the standard edition of his works, 
edited by Stedman and Woodberry. They are 
rank with injustice and hostility. In judging of 
the conduct and writings of Foe, however, allow- 
ance has to be made for the strain of insanity that 
was in him, and for the mordant bitterness that 
had been engendered in his mind by penury and 
grief. Poe hved at a time when writers were very 
poorly paid, and furthermore his genius was of a 
rare and exquisite order, lovely in texture, sombre 
in quality, mraiotonous in its utterance, and 
obviously unfit for the hack-work of news- 
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papers and magazines. His really appreciative 
audience is a small one, even now, and probably 
it will long, or always, remain a small one. Sudi 
poetry as his "Haunted Palace" — (which is per- 
fection) — ^is seldom understood. The defects of 
his character and the errors of his conduct, more- 
over, were exaggerated in his own time, and th^ 
have been absurdly exploited in ours. He was a 
brilliant and an extraordinary man. The treasures 
of imaginative, creative, beautiful art, in prose 
as well as verse, that he contributed to American 
literature are permanent and precious; and noth- 
ing in hterary biography is more contemptible 
than the disparagement of his memory that con- 
tinually proceeds through its pages, on the score 
of his intemperance. Poe died in 1849, aged 
forty, leaving works that fill ten closely packed 
volumes. No man achieves a result Uke that 
whose brain is ruined by stimulants. The same 
disparagement has been diffused as to Fitz-James 
O'Brien, that fine poet and romancer, who died 
at thirty-four, — losing his hfe in the American 
Civil War, — whose writings I collected and pub- 
lished. I have known O'Brien to have neither 
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lodging, food nor money, — ^to be, in fact, desti- 
tute of everything except tiie garments in which 
he stood. The volume of his works that I cmI- 
lected, — including the remarkable stories of "The 
Diamond Lens" and "The Wondersmith," — is 
one of five hundred pages; and there are other 
writings of his in my possession which would make 
another volume of equal size. He was an Irish- 
man, and he knew and liked the favorite tipple 
of his native land; but it is to his genius that the 
world owes his writings, — not to his drams. 
Poe may have been a£9icted with the infirmity of 
drink. My old friend John Brougham, the co- 
median, who knew him well, told me that Poe 
could not swallow even a single glass of wine 
without losing his head. But what does it sig' 
nify, and why should a reader be perpetually 
told of it, whether he drank wine or not? His 
writings remain, and they are an honor to our 
literature; and that is all we need to consider. 
As Tennyson wrote: 

Be gave the people of his best I 

His worst he kept: his best he gave. 

Ify Shakeapeare's ourae on clown and knsTe 

Who will not let his ashes rest. 
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The motiTe of the disparagement of Poe is 
raivy. In an age of mediocrity inferior writers 
will always strive to degrade an exceptional 
genius. Shakespeare, who records everything, 
has happily recorded that. "He hath a daily 
beauty in his life that makes me ugly." "To 
some kind of men their graces serve them but as 
enemies." "Will honor not live with the living? 
No. Detraction will not suffer it." 

Among my valued relics is a piece of the coffin 
of Poe, taken from his grave when his remains 
were moved and reburied in Westminster church- 
yard, Baltimore, in October, 1875- He had lain 
in the earth for twenty-six years. That sombre 
memorial was sent to me by an old friend, John 
T. Ford, the once eminent theatrical manager, 
now dead and gone, and soon afterward I wrote, 
at his suggestion, and because of the effect of the 
relic, the poem that was read at the dedication 
of the monument marking the place of Foe's 
final burial. 

I once had a conversation with Longfellow 
concerning Poe. It was on an evening when I 
was sitting with him, at bis fireside, and when I 
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dianced to observe a volume of Poe's poems 
on his library table. I inquired whether he had 
ever met Poe and was assured that he had 
not Longfellow opened the book and read aloud 
a few stanzas of the poem "For Annie," remark- 
ing that one of them, containing the line "And 
the fever called living is conquered at last," would 
be an appropriate epitaph for its writer. There 
was not a shade of resentment in either his man- 
ner or voice. "My works," he said, "seemed to 
give Mr. Poe mudi trouble; but I am alive and 
still writing.*' I remember that he mused a little, 
in silence, and then began to speak of the inex- 
pedience of replying to attacks made in the press. 
"You are at the beginning of your career," he 
added, "and I advise you never to answer the 
attacks that will be made on you." It was wise 
coimsel. Only lately, reading in "Herman 
Boerhaave," I came upon a kindred thought: 
"Calumny and detraction are sparks, which, if 
you do not blow them, will go out of themselves." 
The persistent malevolence and misrepresentation 
with which Poe assailed the personal integrity 
and the writings of Longfellow might have been 
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expected to inspire the elder writer with a lasting 
animosity: his feeling and tone, on the contrary, 
when referring to the subject, were those of com- 
passion and tolerance. He understood the "genus 
irritabile," and he had deep sympathy with it. 

I met him one night at a hall in Boston, and 
sat with him, at his expressed wish, to listen to a 
lecture by Charles Mackay, on "Dibdin's Sea 
Songs." Mackay's verse is not generally read 
now, but it was popular once. He wrote it 
fluently and in abundance. One of his more 
ambitious fabrics relates to the "Tarantula 
Dance": tha% is a fable that a person bitten by 
that venomous spider becomes delirious and must 
dance downward toward the sea. His best- 
known poou begins with the familiar line, 
"There's a good time coming, boys." He was a 
compact, burly, ruddy-faced httle man, and a 
commonplace, matter-of-fact speaker, sincere 
and sensible. He gave a plain narrative of 
Charles Dibdin's life and quoted several of the 
songs, notably "Tom Bowline"; and he closed 
the discourse by reading one of his own graceful 
poems of sentiment, which he said he had that 
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day written, — prompted thereto by the sight of 
some daisies growing on Boston Common. Long- 
fellow proposed that we should walk home to- 
gether, it being a pleasant, moonlit night, and that 
we did, — across the West Boston bridge, along 
the silent streets of the Port, over Dana Hill, 
past the red brick buildings of Harvard, and so 
onward to the gate of his mansion, in the Mount 
Auburn road, in old Cambridge, where we said 
good-night and parted. It is a long walk, but it 
seemed short to me; for tbe poet whom I so much 
loved and reverenced beguiled the time with 
pleasant talk about the sea and about old ballads, 
— particularly the Spanish ballads of Lockhart, 
— and, incidentally, about the delights and in- 
trinsic rewards of poetry; and I recaU it as one 
of the most dehghtf ul of rambles. Longfellow*s 
voice was calm and sweet, and his companionship 
alwajrs caused peace. He spoke kindly of Charles 
Mackay*s lecture; said that he had enjoyed it; 
and added that it was a spirit of comradeship that 
had led him to be present. "We must always do 
what we can," he said, "for our brother authors." 
Mai^y came again to America in the early. 
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days of the Civil War, resided in Staten Island, 
near to New York, and acted as correspondent 
of "The London Times." Some readers, no doubt, 
are acquainted with his useful "Memoirs of Ex- 
traordinaiy Popular Delusions." He partici- 
pated in the literary turmoil that ensued when 
Harriet Beecher Stowe stirred up the Byron 
scandal, and he wrote a book, now out of print, 
on Medora Leigh. He was the father of the 
late Eric Mackay, a man of poetic genius, dead in 
his prime, who wrote several excellent lyrics, and 
from whom much might have been expected. 

It is not every poet who possesses the sense of 
humor. The lack of that sense in Wordsworth 
caused effects that are lamentable. Tennyson 
mistakenly considered himself to be strongly 
humorous, and when likened to Shelley he re- 
plied, almost resentfully, "But Shelley had no 
humor." Tennyson could be playful, — some- 
times grimly and bitterly so, sometimes sweetly 
and merrily so, — ^but his humor was lambent 
Longfellow's sense of humor, on the contrary, 
thou^ gentle, was acute, and nothing comic 
escaped him. Among the relics that he especially 
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treasured was an inkstand once the property of 
Coleridge. One day, showing that relic to a 
stranger who had called on him, he said, "Per- 
haps 'The Ancient Mariner' was written from 
this." "Yes," said his visitor, "and 'The Old 
Oaken Bucket' — who done that?" Another vis- 
itor, on asking his age and bang told it was 
seventy, remarked, "I've seen many men of your 
age who looked much younger than you do." A 
Newport bookseller said to him: "Why, you look 
more like a sea captain than a poetl" An ad- 
mirer, of the epistolary order, wrote to him, say- 
ing; "Please send your autograph in your own 
handwriting." He has recorded a characteristic 
dialogue with a strange lady, in black garments, 
who accosted him one summer morning at his 
house door. 

"Is this the house where Longfellow was 
bom?" 

"No, he was not bom here." 

"Did he die here?" 

"No, he is not dead." 

"Are you Longfellow!" 

"I am." 
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"I thought you died two years ago." 
That recalls the intelligent remark made to 
Walter Savage Landor hy a lady who wished to 
compliment him on his "Pericles and Aspasia." 
"Mr. Landor," she said, "I haven't had time to 
read yoxu- 'Periwinkles and Asparagus,' but I 
hear it is veiy good." 

Hero-worshippers sometimes act as well as 
speak in an eccentric manner. Looking from a 
front window of his dwelling, one day, Longfel- 
low saw persons approaching across his lawn 
bearing a piano. The instrument was preceded 
by a lady who presently greeted him, saying that 
she had set one of his poems to music, and had 
now come to sing it to him; which she forthwith 
proceeded to do. He much enjoyed the humor- 
ous absurdity of such incidents, and he liked to 
recount them. I was seldom in his company, 
without hearing from him a comic story or a 
sportive comment. He was a happy man, and he 
liked to diif use cheerfulness and to make every- 
body happy around him. His usual aspect was 
that of sweet, gentle, pensive composure, but his 
mood was often playful, and his appreciative en- 
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joyment of Any thin g humorous, while 'not de- 
monstrative, was extreme. That enjoyment ex- 
pressed itself in suppressed laughter and in a 
peculiar, low, delighted, caressing tone of voice. 
Speaking to me once about that admirable gen- 
tleman and rare poet, Thomas W. Parsons, — 
who wrote the noble Ode on Dante, which is 
one of the gems of our language, — he related, 
with peculiar zest, a comic incident of personal 
expmence with him. Parsons was a man of fine 
genius and of a lovely spirit, and, as sometimes 
happens with such natures, he was easily con- 
fused by wine, to the use of \^ch, when care- 
worn, lie sometimes resorted. "One summer 
evening," said Longfellow, '*I found Parsons 
roaming in my garden. He did not know me 
at the moment, but he greeted me affably, and 
he accepted my invitation to take a drive. I 
ordered my carriage to be brought to the gate, 
and we drove together to his home. He had not 
recognized me, and during the whole of the ride 
he talked to me about the poetry of Longfellow, 
abusing it as extremely bad and inviting my con- 
currence in that opinion, — which, of course, I 
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gave. He was an amiable man and one of my 
ehfnshed friends, and nothing could have been 
moie. ludicrous than both his discourse and the 
manner of it, — for he was sweetly csonfidential." 

Stories of that kind Longfellow told with 
hearty relish. I recall his narration to me of 
the first interview that he had with Mrs. Crugie, 
when he called at her house, with the purpose of 
hiring a lodging in it. The prim, formal, dig- 
nified old lady showed him room after room. 

"This is a pleasant room," he would say to hCT. 

"Yes," she would answer. "This is a pleasant 
room, — but you cannot have it." 

After that colloquy had been several times 
repeated the poet ventured to inquire: 

"But, madam, why can I not have this room?" 

"Well, sir, no students are allowed in this 
house." 

"But I am not a student, Mrs. Craigie; I am 
only a professor" 

"Ah, that is difTerent; you can have either of 
the rooms that you like," 

"And so," he added, "I became a lodger in 
this house, which afterward became mine." 
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The disdosure would be remarkable and amus- 
ing if each author's private estimate of his con- 
temporaries in authorship, — often his acquaint- 
ances or friends, — ^were to be obtained and made 
known. We know now what Lamb thought of 
Byron and what Coleridge thought of Moore, 
and some day, no doubt, when time enough has 
flown and memoirs have multiplied, the reader 
will learn what Bryant thought of Willis and 
what Stoddard thought of Holmes, and so fol- 
lowing. It can scarcely fail to be a whimsical 
chronicle, for bards, as a class, are even more 
exigent than actors in their judgments of one an- 
other. Longfellow's nature was radically mag- y 
nanimous. I never heard from his lips a syllable 
of detraction of any contemporary author. When 
he could not say praise he said nothing. The 
American authors whom, in my hearing, he spe- 
daUy extolled, were Dana, Washington Irving, 
Hawthorne, and Lowell. Of Allston, who was 
ei^t years his senior, and who died in 1848, he 
spc^e with peculiar tenderness. "Allston," he 
said, describing him to me, "often dressed in 
white garments, from head to foot; he was serene 
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and benignant, his hair was silvery, his face was 
pale, and in white clothing he seemed like a man 
of snow." One of Longfellow's favorite anec- 
dotes related to Allston, painter as well as poet, 
from whom, personally, he learned the incident. 
One of Allston's model sitters was an elderly 
Jew, and for some time the fastidious artist could 
not satisfy himself with the picture that he was 
endeavoring to paint. There came a moment at 
last, however, when the Jew's countenance as- 
sumed an expression of exultant animation and 
even of venerable majesty, and the painter was 
able to pursue his artistic purpose. "Your 
thought must have been on some fine subject," 
said AUston, speaking to his model; "what were 
you thinking of?" 

"I was thinking," replied the candid Hebrew, 
"how much money you would get for that picture 
when it is finished." 

Many years ago he told me, with an indescriba- 
bly soft and rich tone of enjoyment in his voice, 
about a pedler who intruded himself into the 
house one morning, with a request for some verses 
in praise of a medicine that he was vending, — a 
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carminative, for infants, — offering a bottle of it, 
"price one dollar," in exchange for the lines. At 
another time he mentioned an amusing instance 
of Hie awkward compliment with which famous 
men are not infrequently favored. "A stranger," 
he said, "was introduced to me at Newport who, 
seizing my hand, most effusively exclaimed: 
'Sir, I have long desired to know you. Sir, 
I am one of ike few men who have read your 
'Evangeline' 1" And it is to himself that the 
lover of humor is indebted for record of the in- 
genuous remark made to him by an English 
woman who, with a party of fellow-travdlers, 
called on the American poet: "As there are no 
ruin» in this country," said the felicitous speaker, 
"we thought that we would come and see youf 
"I am sorry you are going away," LongfeUow 
said to me, on a day in 1859, when I had come 
to his home to say farewell; "I wish tiiat you 
could have stayed here." Had I been able to 
discern the future, — had I known what I was 
to encounter of toil and care in the literary life 
of New York, — I think that he would have had 
his wish. "In youth," says Sir Walter Scott» 
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"we seek pleasure, and in manhood fame and 
fortune and distinction, and when we feel tlie 
advance of years we would willingly compound 
for quiet and freedom from pain." Longfellow 
would gladly have used practical influence to in- 
duce me to remain in Cambridge. I recollect 
having had the wish to own and edit a newspaper 
whidi was published there and which happened to 
be for sale, and when I spoke to him on that sub- 
ject he kindly offered to buy the paper for me if 
its owners would accept in payment a consider- 
able number of shares of a certain stock that he 
possessed. The transaction might have been 
effected, and probably would have been, but that 
an esteemed city official chanced to interpose, 
with an offer that was more attractive, and so 
the project failed and the current of a hfetime 
was changed. 

In the early days of my acquaintance with 
Longfellow I observed that he was inclined to 
bright apparel; not to the elaborate dandyism of 
his popular contemporary, N. P. Willis, and not 
to the extravagance of radiant raiment that char- 
acterized Charles Dickens in early life, but to 
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audi decorative attire as the figured waistcoat and 
the gay cravat. His dress, however, was always 
in good taste. Indeed, there was about the whole 
man, — ^his person, his ways and his influence, — 
an air of exquisite refinement and tranquillity, 
the natural result of temperamental sweetness 
and perfect self-possession. He pursued his own 
course. He was a man to inspire resolute but 
calm devotion to a far-reaching, noble purpose, 
and thus he was a man to soothe and dieer. That 
way I love to remember him, — sitting beside his 
open fireplace, as he often did, late at night, after 
all bis household had retired, watching the flames, 
listening to the wind in the chimney, musing, 
smoking his cigar, and occasionally wiiting 
whatever came into his thoughts. 

In a niunber of "Notes and Queries" there was 
pubhshed a just, graceful and sympathetic tribute 
to the memory of Longfellow, by John C. Fran- 
cis, who, in noting "the magnetism which drew 
all hearts toward him," mentioned that "Mrs. 
Carlyle remembered his visit to them, at Craigen- 
puttock, as 'the visit of an angel,' and William 
Winter, who had been greeted by him as a young 
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aspirant in literature, would walk miles to Long- 
fellow's house, only to put his hand upon the 
latch of the gate which the poet himself had 
touched." That act of homage on my part was 
done in my youth; but, old as I am, the feeling 
that prompted it has not yet died out of my 
heart. Such emotions commonly perish when 
time and experience have shown to us the frail- 
ties of human nature and the selfishness of the 
world: but if ever a man has lived whose ex- 
cellence justified the continuance of them Long- 
fellow was that man. His diaracter, his hfe and 
his writings concur in the diffusion of such an 
influence and such an example as have helped 
thousands of human beings, and will help thou- 
sands of human beings hereafter, to meet trial 
and affliction with unswerving courage, and to 
bear with fortitude every ordainment of fate. 
The sudden and terrible calamity that well nigh 
broke his heart was endured without a murmur. 
.The strifes and tumults of the sordid, seething 
.world surged round him in vain. No obstacle 
of adversity every stayed him in the accomplish- 
ment of his sacred mission, — to bless mankind by 
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the into^retation of Nature's beaufy and by the 
monition and enforcement of spiritual hope. His 
exemplar, I think, was Goethe, who, in one great 
dramatic poem, written without haste and with- 
out rest, achieved the consummate and final ex- 
pression of human life, — perfect as a picture and 
supreme as a gxiide. It is a kindred adbievement 
that makes the greatness of Longfellow. There 
is comfort in every page that he wrote, and in the 
last words that ever fell from his pen there is a 
precious legacy of faith: " 'Tis daybreak every- 
where." 



BOHEMIAN DATS. 

The Boston of to-day presents a strong con- 
trast with the Boston of fifty or sixty years ago. 
Now it is an Irish Boman Catholic city. Then 
it was an American Puritan city. Now it is spa- 
cious and splendid. Then it was comparatively 
small and staid. Now it is pervaded with ccnn- 
motion and the attendant racket. Then it was 
all tranquilhty. Now it does not hold midisputed 
and indisputable pre-eminence in literature and 
journalism. Then it was, — and was rightly 
called, — the Athens of America. In those 
days I was familiar with every part of it. As 
a boy I dwelt and sported on old Fort Hill, — 
since reduced to a plain, — and made my play- 
ground all along the waterside, from Constitu- 
tion Wharf to Charlestown Bridge. The Com- 
mon; the Back Bay; tiie dry docks; the India 
Wliarf warehouses, of which the doors often 
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stood open, liberating delicious, alluring odors 
of cinnamon and cedar; the T Wharf, with its 
story of Revolutionary times; the granite Cus- 
tom House, then new, and seeming wonderful; 
the Quincy Market, then considered a marvel of 
ardiitecture, — all those things, and many more, 
were known to me. Many a time did I gaze, awe- 
stricken, at the haunted mansion, deserted and 
silent, frowning behind its huge walls, in High 
street, called and known as "Harris's Folly." 
Many a time did I rove through Theatre Alley 
and look with juvenile curiosity on the theatre 
in Federal street, — little dreaming that the stage 
was to be a principal theme of my thoughts 
and writings, throughout a long, laborious life. 
From the top of Fort Hill there was, in the 
vicinity of Hamilton street, a mysterious wind- 
ing stairway, of stone, down which the adventu- 
rous truant could make his way to the precincts 
of the docks, where much of my boyhood was 
spent, in consort with other vagrant lads; and 
many a happy hour did I pass there, — sometimes 
practically investigating newly landed cargoes of 
sugar; sometimes rechning on the sun-warmed 
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planks of tHe silent piers, and dreaming over the 
prospect of the moving ships and the distant isl- 
ands of Boston harbor. 

Those were the days in Trfiich I b^an to write 
what I thought was poetry; and soon, as years 
slipped away and golden youth arrived, I began 
to concern myself with the affairs of magazines 
and newspapers and the making of books. The 
publications of that period were singularly differ- 
ent from those of the present day. Charles G. 
Greene, facetious and satirical, was editing "The 
Post." George Lunt, scholarhke, trenchant and 
independent, was editing '"He Courier," a con- 
servative newspaper, of great dignity and force. 
The brilliant Charles T. Congdon, afterward so 
hi^y distinguished as an editorial writer for 
"The New-York Tribune," was adorning the col- 
umns of "The Atlas." Those were among the 
more important of the newspapers. Among the 
periodicals to which I obtained access were "The 
Transcript," "The Olive Branch," and "The 
Saturday Evening Gazette." "The Olive Branch" 
was, I think, edited by Louise Chandler, in after 
years highly distinguished as Louise Chandler 
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Moulton. "The Gazette" was edited by William 
Warland Clapp, author of that valuable book, "A 
Record of the Boston Stage," which contains a 
compact history of theatrical affairs in Boston, 
from 1849 to 1858: his assistant editors were 
Adam Wallace Thaxter and Benjamin F. Shil- 
laber ("Mrs. Partington"), — both of tiiem cher- 
ished friends of mine, to the end of tiieir days. 
"The Atlantic Monthly," started in 1857, with 
Frank Underwood as editor, sjieedily led the 
field, in literary authority. The august lumina- 
ries of literature, — ^Longfellow, Lowell, Holmes, 
Emerson, Whittier, Whipple, etc., — dustered 
around that magazine, and likewise around the 
old bookstore at the comer of Washington and 
School streets, in which the presiding genius was 
the handsome James T. Fields, then in the zenith 
of health, happiness and popularity. Epes Sar- 
geat, who wrote "A Life on the Ocean Wave," — 
which the popular vocalist, Russell, always sang 
"A life on the ocean tea," — ^was prominait thai, 
and being a townsman of mine, as Whipple was 
(we were all natives of Gloucester), he was 
friendly toward me and propitious toward my 
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verse. A dapper, elegant little man he was, 
neatly attired, swinging a thin, polished black 
bamboo cane, and seeming the embodiment of 
cheer. Benjamin Muzzey was one of the leading 
publishers of that time, a fine, portly person, 
who brought forth several piratical editions of 
"Festus," and largely profited by them. Many 
years later (in 1807), at Nottingham, Eng- 
land, I had the honor to meet the author 
of that remarkable poem, Philip James Bailey, 
at his home; and I fomid it mortifying to hear 
him say that he had never received "even six- 
pence" from the sale of his book in America, al- 
though apprised that the sale there had been very 
large. 

It would be easily possible to descant on the 
conditions of the "Modem Athens" of fifty years 
ago. I found them oppressive, and I was eager to 
make my escape from them, — as presently, after 
some experience as an author, a journalist, a po- 
litical speaker, and a member of the Suffolk bar, 
I did. 

When I made my home in New York, in the 
winter of 1859-'60, a circle of writers was 



UENRV CLAI'P, Jb. 



BOHEMIAN DAYS 67 

existent there, called Bohemians. Those writers 
did not designate themselves by that name, but 
it had been applied to them by others, and it had 
grown to be their distinctive title. Some of those 
writers had abeady become personally known to 
me; all of thou soon became my companions. I 
had not been many days in the city before I was 
engaged, by Henry CIapp» to be sub-editor 
of his paper, "The Saturday Press," a weekly 
publication that he had started in 1858, and that, 
all along, had led, and was stiU leading, a pre- 
carious existence; and with that paper I re- 
mained associated till its suspension, in Decem- 
ber, 1860. The purpose of "The Saturday 
Press" was to speak the truth, and to speak it 
in a way that would amuse its readers and would 
cast ridicule upon as many as possible of the 
humbugs then extant and prosperous in literature 
and art. Clapp was an original diaracter. We 
called him "The Oldest Man." His age was un- 
known to us. He seemed to be very old, but, as 
afterward I ascertained, he was then only forty- 
six. In appearance he was remotely suggestive 
of the portrait of Voltaire. He was a man of 
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slight, seemingly fragile but really wiry figure; 
bearded; gray; with keen, light blue eyes, a hag- 
gard visage, a vivacious manner, and a tbin, in- 
cisive voice. He spoke the French language with 
extraordinary fluency, and natives of France 
acknowledged that he spoke it with a perfect 
accent. He bad long resided in Paris, and, in- 
deed, in bis temperament, his mental constitu- 
tion, and bis conduct of life, he was more a 
Frendmian than an American. At the time of 
our first meeting I knew little of bis mer- 
curial character and his vicissitudinous career, but 
with both of tbem I presently became acquainted. 
He was brilliant and buoyant in mind; impatient 
of the commonplace; intolerant of smug, ponder- 
ous, empty, obstructive respectability; prone to 
sarcasm; and he bad for so long a time lived in 
a continuous, bitter conflict with conventionality 
that be bad become reckless of public opinion. 
His delight was to shock the commonplace mind 
and to sting the hide of the Pharisee with the 
barb of satire. He had met with crosses, disap- 
pointment, and sorrow, and he was wayward and 
erratic; but he possessed both the faculty of taste 
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and the instinctive love of beauty, and, essen- 
tially, he wflB the apostle of the freedom of 
thought. 

Clapp was horn in the island of Nantucket, 
November II, 1814. In early life he associated 
himself with the churdi, espoused, as a lect- 
urer and writer, the cause of temperance, and 
actively labored for the anti-slavery movement 
in New England, — following the leadership 
of that foremost abolitionist, Nathaniel P. 
Rogers, of New Hampshire, a man of brilliant 
ability, now forgotten, to whom he was devotedly 
attached, and whose name, in later years, he often 
mentioned to me, and always with affectionate 
admiration. His early essays in journalism were 
made in New Bedford, and gradually he drifted 
into that profession. At one time he edited a 
newspaper in Lynn, Mass., and once he was 
arrested and put into prison there, for his audac- 
ity and sevmty in attacking the traffit^ers in spir- 
ituous liquor. His views, on almost all subjects, 
were of a radical kind, and, accordingly, he ex- 
cited venomous antagonism. As to the philosophy 
of social life he was a disciple of Francois Charles 
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Fourier, in the translatioii of whose treatise on 
"The Social Destiny of Man" he had a principal 
hand, when working as secretary to Albert Bris- 
hane. His career, when I was first associated 
with him, had been, in material results, more or 
less, a failure, as all careers are, or are likely to 
be, that inveterately run counter to the tide of 
mediocrity. Such as he was, — ^withered, bitter, 
grotesque, seemingly ancient, a good fighter, a 
kind heart, — ^he was the Prince of our Bohemian 
circle. His "Saturday Press," piquant, satirical, 
pugnacious, often fraught with quips and jibes 
relative to imworthy reputations of the hour, and, 
likewise, it must be admitted, sometimes relative 
to writers who merited more considerate treat- 
ment, eventually failed, but, during its brief ex- 
istence, it was, in one way, a considerable power 
for good. 

There always has been, in literary life, and not- 
withstanding the mental alertness and feverish 
activity of the present day there still is, a ten- 
dency to inertia and dry rot, — a tendency that 
shows itself in the gradual establishment of 
mediocrities as the shining exemplars of poetry 
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and the potential leaders of thought. Jnst as 
there are Figureheads now, so there were Figure- 
heads then; and Clapp delighted in satire of 
them. Tupper was more popular than Ten- 
nyson, sixty years ago, and General George P. 
Morris was actually accepted as the American 
Tom Moore. Readers of "Faust" will recall 
Groethe's satirical comment on the breadth of the 
summit of Parnassus. The caustic "Saturday 
Press" found ample opportunity for satire, and 
the opportunity was improved, — with beneficial 
results; for, in the long run, it is ever a public 
advantage tliat the bubble of fictitious reputa- 
tion should be punctured. A satirist, however, 
and especially one who writes "satire with no 
kindness in it," must expect to be disliked. "The 
Saturday Press" was disccmtinued after a cur- 
rency of a little more than two years, and for 
some time after its decease Clapp wrote for "The 
New York Leader," a Donocratic weekly, edited 
by John Clancy and Charles G. Halpine, — the 
latter widely known and much admired, in his 
day, as "Miles O'Reilly." That was in the war 
time. About 1866-*67 Clapp resusdtated his 
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weekly, in a new form, with the characteristic edi- 
torial announcement: "This paper was stopped in 
1860> for want of means: it is now started again 
for the same reason." The quality of the man's 
wit is aptly shown in that example of it. His 
mind was ever ready with quips of that descrip- 
tion. It was Clapp who described Horace 
Greeley (with whom he associated and was well 
acquainted when they happened to be in Paris at 
the same time) as "a self-made man that wor- 
ships bis creator"; and it was Clapp who said 
of a notoriously vain, self-satisfied clergj^man, 

when asked if he knew what the Rev. was 

doing: "He is waiting for a vacancy in the Trin- 
ity." Over his signature, "Figaro," the vivacious 
old Bohemian, for several years, writing about the 
Stage, afforded amusement to the town ; but grad- 
ually be drifted into penury, and, although help 
was not denied to him, he died in destitution, 
April 2, 1876: and I remember that, after his 
death, his name was airily traduced by persons 
who had never manifested even a tithe of his 
ability or accomplished anything comparable with 
the service which, notwithstanding his faults and 
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errors, he had rendered to literature and art. His 
grave is in a little cemetery at Nantucket. His 
epitaph, — written by me, at the request of a few 
frioids, but not approved by a near relative 
then living, and therefore not inscribed over his 
ashes» contains these lines: 

Wit stops to grieve and Laughter stops to sigh 
That so mnch wit and laughter e'er conJd die; 
Bnt Pity, conecions of its anguish past, 
Is glad this tortur'd spirit rests at last. 
His purpose, thought, and goodness ran to wast«, 
He made a happiness he could not taste: 
Mirth could not help hioa, talent could not save: 
Throng cloud and storm he drifted to the grava 
Ah, give his memory, — ^who made the cheer, 
And gave 80 many smiles, — a single tear! 

Our place of meeting, in 1859-'60, was a 
restaurant, in a basement, on the west side of 
Broadway, a short distance north of Bleecker 
street, kept by a German named Pfaff. That 
genial being, long since gone the way of all man- 
kind, had begun his business with a few kegs of 
beer and with the skill to make excellent coffee. 
Clapp, who subsisted chiefly on coffee and to- 
bacco, had been so fortunate as to discover that 
place soon after it was opened. By him it was 
made known to others, and gradually it came to 
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be the haunt of writers and artists, mostly young, 
and, though usually impecunious, opulent in their 
youth, enthusiasm, and ardent belief alike in a 
rosy present and a golden future. The place 
was roughly furnished, containing a few chairs 
and tables, a counter, a row of shelves, a dock, 
and some barrels. At the east end of it, beneath 
the sidewalk of Broadway, there was a sort of 
cave, in which was a long table, and after Clapp 
had assumed the sceptre as Prince of Bohemia, 
that cave and that table were pre-empted by him 
and his votaries, at certain hours of the day and 
night, and no stranger ventured to intrude into 
the magic i-ealm. Thither came George Arnold, — 
handsome, gay, breezy, good-natured, — one of 
the sweetest poets in our country who have sirng 
the beauties of Nature and the tenderness of true 
love; and he never came without bringing sun- 
shine. Walt Whitman was often there, clad in 
his eccentric garb of rough blue and gray fabric, 
— ^his hair and beard grizzled, his keen, steel-blue 
eyes gazing, with bland tolerance, on the frolic- 
some lads around him. Charles Dawson Sfaanly, 
— a chamung essayist and a graceful poet, quaint 
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in character, sweet in temperament, modest and 
gentle in bearing, — was a regular visitor to the 
Bohemian table. N. G. Shepherd,— one of the 
most picturesque of human beings, a man of 
genius, whose poems, never yet collected, ouj^t 
to be better known than they now are, — ^was sel- 
dom absent from the evening repast, a festivity 
in which, contrary to general belief, Uie f rugaUty 
of poverty was ever more clearly exhibited than 
the luxury of riches or the prodigality of revel. 
That singular being, Charles D. Gardette, who 
wrote "The Fire Fiend," and, for a time, re- 
joiced in luring the public into a belief that it was 
a posthumous poem by Edgar Foe, was conspicu- 
ous there, for daintiness of person, elegance of 
attire, and blithe animal spirits. Frank Wood 
and Hemy Neill, young journalists of fine abil- 
ity, were frequently present: both of them died in 
youth, with their promise unfulfilled. The most 
fashionable visitor was Edward G. P. Wilkins, 
then dramatic critic for "The New York 
Herald"; a prime favorite with the elder James 
Gordon Bennett; remarkable for extraordina- 
ry facility in literary composition, for gentle. 
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playful humor, for intimate knowlolge and 
keen observation of , human nature, and for 
a quizzical manner, bland and suave, but sug- 
gestive of arch, mischievous, veiled pleasantry. 
Wilkins was singularly self-contained, yet it 
was not difficult, when in his company, to feel 
tiiat his secret thought was one of satiricid banter. 
Among the artists who came to Pfaff's were 
Launt Thompson, George Boughton, Edward 
F. Mullen, and Sol Eytinge, Jr., — he whom 
Charles Dickens declared to have made the best 
illustrations for his novels and ^e best portrait 
of himself. The most striking figure of the 
group was Fitz-James O'Brien. 

When Clapp started "The Saturday Press," — 
which he did in association with Edward How- 
land. October 29, 1858,— he engaged T. B. AI- 
drich to write book reviews and Fitz-James 
O'Brien to write about the Stage. Neither of 
those writers long remained in harness. Aldrich 
had more congenial opportunities, while O'Brien 
was a man to whom the curb of regular employ- 
ment was intolerable. Aldrich was associated 
with the paper during only the first three months 
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of its enstenoe; O'Brien for only a few weeks. 
Among those Bohemian comrades of mine, — all 
dead and gone now and mostly forgotten, — 
O'Brien was at once the most potential genius 
and the most original character. As I think 
of him I recall Byron's expressive figure, "a 
wild hird and a wanderer." Readers of the 
present day are, probably, not familiar with the 
stories of "The Diamond Lens*' and "The 
Wcmdersmith," written by O'Brien and pub- 
liabed in early numbers of "The Atlantic Month- 
ly." Those stories were hailed as the most in- 
genious fabrics of fiction that had been con- 
tributed to our literature since the day when 
Edgar Foe surprised and charmed the reading 
onnmunity with his imaginative, enthralliog tale 
of "The Fall of the House of Usher." They 
revived, indeed, the fashion of the weird short 
story, and ihey provided a model for subse- 
quent compositions of that order. A groundless* 
foolish fable was set afloat, soon after the publi- 
cation of "The Diamond Lens," to the effect that 
O'Brien had derived it from one of the manu- 
scripts of William North, — ^the fact being that it 
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was prompted by a remark made to him by Dr. 
A. L. Carroll (he who, for a short time, in 
1865, published the comic paper called "Mrs. 
Gnmdy"), relative to the marvellous things con- 
tained in a drop of water. North, who wrote the 
novel called "The Man of the World," — at first 
named "The Slave'of the Lamp," — ^was a com- 
rade of O'Brien's, but they quarrelled, and in that 
novel North described and satirized his former 
friend, under the name of "Fitz-Gammon 
O'Bouncer." North committed suicide, Novan- 
ber 18, 1834, at No. 7 Bond Street, New York, 
by drinking prussic acid, — disappointment in 
love, and in everything else, being the cause of 
his deplorable act. He was about twenty-eight 
years of age ; a native of England ; a scion of the 
Guilford family; and, both in London and New 
York, he had worked incessantly with his pen, — 
writing stories in such magazines as the old 
"Graham's" and "The Knickerbocker," and con- 
tributing in various ways to the press. An en- 
velope was found on his desk, containing twelve 
cents, with a few written words, stating that to be 
the fruit of bis life's labor. 
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It was not to William North, however, or to 
anybody else, that Fitz-James O'Brien was 
indebted for the inspiration of his writings. 
Some of them were produced under my per- 
sonal observation. Others were made known 
to me immediately after they had been com- 
posed. His fine poem of "The Fallen Star" 
was written in my lodging, and I still pre- 
serve the first draft of it, which Fitz left on my 
table, together with the pen with which he wrote 
it. His singular story of "The Wondersmith" 
grew out of an anecdote related by Clapp, in my 
presence. "Once, while I was working for Albert 
Brisbane" (so, in substance, said the old Prince 
of our Bohemia), "I had to read to him, one 
evening, many pages of a translation that I had 
made, for his use, of Fourier's book on the Social 
Destiny of Man. He was closely attentive and 
seemed to be deeply interested; but, after a time, 
I heard a slight snore, and looking at him, in pro- 
file, I saw that he was sound asleep — and yet the 
eye that I could see was wide open. Then and 
thus I ascertained, somewhat to my surprise, 
that he had a glass eye." There was some talk. 
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ensuing, about the use of glass eyes and about 
the startling eflFects producible by the wearer of 
such an optic who should suddenly remove it from 
his visage, polish it, and replace it. In his story 
of "The Wondersmith" O'Brien cames the 
uncajony keeper of the toys to place his glass 
eye, as a watcher, — investing Uiat orb with the 
faculty of sight and the means of commmiication. 
At twilight on a gloomy autumn day in 1860, 
when I happened to be sitting alone at the long 
table under the sidewalk in PfafTs Cave, O'Brien 
came into that place and took a seat near to me. 
His face was pale and careworn and his expres- 
sion preoccupied and dejected. He was, at first, 
silent; but presently he inquired whether I in- 
t^ided to go to my lodging, saying that he would 
like to go there with me, and to write something 
that he had in mind. I knew O'Brien and, thor- 
oughly understanding his ways, I comprehaided 
at once tiie dilemma in which he was placed. 
Our drcle of boys had a name for it. He was 
"on a rock"; that is to say, he was destitute. I 
told him that I had something to do, that would 
keep me absait for an hour, at && end of whidi 
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time I would return for him. That was a pre- 
text for going to my ahode (it was in Varick 
Street), and causing a room to be prepared for 
my friend. He remained in that lod^g for two 
nights and a day. In the course of that time he 
slept only about four hours: I could not induce 
him to taste either food or drink: he would not 
even eat a little fruit that I obtained and 
contrived to leave in his way. On the morn- 
ing of the second day he appeared at my bed- 
nd^ having a roll of manuscript in his hand, and, 
formally, even frigidly, took leave of me. "Sir," 
he said, "I wish you good morning"; and, so say- 
ing, he departed. About four o'clock in the af ter- 
noon of that day I entered Dehnooico's, then at 
the comer of Broadway and Chambers Street, 
and there I found Fitz, — ^in gbry. He was ar- 
rayed in new garments; he had refreshed him- 
self; he was dispoising refreshment to all who 
would partake of it; his aspect was that of weidth 
and joy. He had, in the meantime, sold to 
"Harper's Magazine," for a large price (at least 
in those days it was considered large ) , the product 
of his vigil at my lodging, and he was rejoicing 
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in the sensation of affluence. He was a strange 
being: I remember that he became angry because 
I would not borrow some money from him, and 
at last I was obliged to appease him by accepting 
the loan of a small banknote. The composition 
that he had sold was his fabric of narrative verse 
called "The Sewing Bird," — a singularly in- 
genious work, blending fancy with satire, which 
had been suggested to him by the sight of one of 
those little silver-colored birds, then a recent in- 
vention, used by sewing girls, to hold cloth. The 
drift of it is that much of the remunerative work 
that should be left for women to do is pre-empted 
and taken from them 1^ men. It meant more at 
that time, perhaps, than it does now. It was 
widely read and much admired. The wish that 
every remimerative work to which women are 
equal should be reserved for them is, no doubt, 
general; but there is a ludicrous side to the sub- 
ject, as noticed by that great novelist WiUde 
Collins, who, in one of his delightful stories, re- 
fers to " . . . Maternal societies for confining 
poor women; Magdalen societies for rescuing 
poor women; Strong-Minded societies for put- 
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ting poor women into poor men's places and leav- 
ing the poor men to shift for themselves." Still, 
"The Sewing Bird" is a clever work, and it had 
a good effect. 

Like many persons of the Irish race, O'Brien 
was impetuous in temper and "sudden and quick 
in quarrel." At one time he consorted with a 
Scotch comrade, Donald McLeod, author of a 
novel called "Pynnshurst," and they were 
obliged to occupy the same bed. Once, after they 
had retired for slumber, an angry dispute oc- 
curred between them, relative to the question of 
Irish or Scotch racial superiority. O'Brien was 
aggressively positive as to the predominant merit 
of the Irish. McLeod was violent in assertion 
of the incomparable excellence of the Scotch. "I 
will not tolerate your insolence," said McLeod. 
"You can do as you please," said O'Brien. "I 
will demand satisfaction!" shouted McLeod; "a 
friend of mine shall wait on you in the morning." 
"Very well," answered O'Brien, at the same time 
pulling the blanket over himself, "you know 
where to find me, in the momingi" Both the 
belligerents were sincere in their ferocious inten- 



74 OLD FRIENDS 

tion, but neither of them could resist the sud- 
denly comic aspect of their dispute, and so the 
quarrel ended in a laugh. .The incident was 
related by O'Brien. 

The following letter, characteristic of 0'Brien> 
and genially expressive of his peculiar humor, 
was addressed hy him to an old friend, the ad- 
mirable, once eminent, comedian John E. Owens 
(1828-'86), the most essentially humorous actor 
that has adorned our stage since the time of 
Burton: 

November 21, 1860. 
Ib your name Owens? Tins is a qnery which I wish 
to hftve distiiictly answered. I remember, on a ree«it oe- 
oaaion, meeting a person whose mental attractions were onl; 
eqnalled b; the beaoty of his physical development. That 
person answered to the name above mentioned. As I learn 
that an individual hearing the same cognomen is now man- 
aging an insignificant theatre in New Orleans, I address 
this epistle to that place, in the b<q>e of discovering whether 
the Knight errant Owens and the manager Owens are one 
and indiviuble — which it seems the Union is not. Inde- 
pendent of the personal interest which I feel in ascertain* 
ing the welfare and locality of my New York friend, 1 have 
a small interest in a comedy of surpassing beanty which he 
bore away with him from this city, as Jason bore the golden 
fleece from Colchis. Ton see this matter is ad-Jaaoned to 
the other. Now, if yoa are the lovdy and faseinating Owens 
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thftt whilom I knew, I wisli yon to tell me whetber yon 
wilt take the comedy on the terms named, or any other 
man! If yon take it, please get it copied, and chai^ me, 
out of the flrat instalment, with copying charges as well aa 
with a certain ten dollars, money lent, and forward balance. 
If not let me have a line, and I will enclose the last men- 
tioned filthy Incre, and forward at same time express az- 
penaes for the transmission of the US. here. I have no 
other copy of the gorgeons prodnDti<m, and do not want to 
loae the chances of getting it done here. Please reply at 
onoe. If yonr name IS Owens, I may tell yon without 
la«ach of confidence that all our friends are well. Tom 
Pladde has multiplied into ten acts instead of his nsual 
fire. 'Wilkins has lately been convicted of a deaf-alcation. 
Cashman, thank God I is going, and Booth is come. Pre- 
senting with all dna incoherence the assurance of my dis- 
tinguished emsideration, I remain (if yoor name IS Owens), 
yonr sincere friend, y. J. CBRHai. 

Address, Harper Brothers, Franklin Sqoare, New York. 
O'Brien's career was brief, stormy, laborious, 
Bometimes gay, sometimes miserable, and its 
dose, though honorable, was sad. He was a 
native of Limerick, bom about 1828. He was 
graduated from Dublin University, and after 
leaving that institution he settled in London and 
edited a paper there, which failed. In 1852 he 
came to New York, bringing to such prominent 
editors as Major Noah and General Morris let- 
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ters of introduction from Dr. R. Shelton Mac- 
kensie, then resident in Liverpool, later eminent 
in the journalism of Philadelphia. On his arrival 
in America O'Brien entered with vigor upon the 
duties of the literary vocation, writing for "The 
Home Journal," "The Evening Post," "The New 
York Times," "The Whig Review," "Harper's 
Magazine," and other puhlications, and sometimes 
contributing short plays to the New York stage: 
the elder Wallack and Lester Wallack were 
among his friends. "When I first knew O'Brien," 
so wrote Aldrieh, in a letter to me, "he was trim- 
ming the wick of 'The Lantern,' which went 
out shori;ly afterward." "The Lantern" was a 
paper that had been started by John Brougham, 
the comedian. The best of O'Brien's works were 
first pubUshed in "Putnam's Magazine," "Har- 
per's" and "The Atlantic." The last article that 
came from his pen was printed in "Vanity Fair," 
a comic paper that struggled through much 
vicissitude, during the war time, and, though its 
payments were small, was of vital service to 
our Bohemian circle. When the war began 
O'Brien promptly sought service in the field, 
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at first with the New York Seventh Regi- 
ment, later with the forces led by General 
Lander: on whose staff he held the position of a 
Volunteer Aid. On February 6, 1862, in a fight 
with the cavalry of the Confederate Colonel Ash- 
ley, he was dangerously wounded, the shoulder- 
joint of his left arm being smashed into frag- 
ments. On April 6, at Cumberland, Virginia, he 
died, of that wound. Aldrich and O'Brien had 
apphed, almost simultaneously, for the place of 
Aid to General Lander, and a letter giving the 
appointment had been addressed to Aldrich, at 
Portsmouth, but, by accident, it failed to readi 
him, as he had left that place, and so the coveted 
position fell to O'Brien. One of Henry Clapp's 
grim witticisms glanced at that subject: *'A1- 
dridi, I see,*' he said, "has been shot in O'Brien's 
shoulder." The old cynic did not like either of 
them. As to O'Brien, friendship had to be char- 
itable toward infirmities of character and errors 
of conduct. He lacked both moral courage and 
intellectual restraint. He was wayward, choleric, 
defiant, sometimes almost savage: but he was 
generous in disposition and capable of heroism* 
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and his works aiford abundant evidence of the 
imagination that accompanies genius and the 
grace that authenticates literary art. Among my 
Bohemian comrades he was not the most beloved, 
but he had the right to be the most admired. His 
poem of "The Fallen Star," already mentioned, 
contains stanzas in which, unconsdously, he re- 
vealed the better part of his own nature, with 
Bcane part of his own experience, and which 
pathetically indicate the writer's person^ty and 
the influence it diffused: 

A brilliant boy that I once knew, 

In far-off, h^)p7 days of old, 
With Bweet fr&nlE face and eyes of blue 

And hair that shone like gold; 
A Bgan sinewy, lithe and strong, 

A laugh infectiooB in its glee, 
A voice as beautiful as song 

When heard along the sea. 
like fmit upon a southern riope, 

He ripened on all natural food, — 
The winds that thrill the skyey cope, 

The sunlight's golden blood; 
And in his talk I oft discerned 

A timid music vaguely heard. 
The fragments of a song scarce learned,' 

The essays of a bird. 
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^ TAOBAyr COMRADES. 

It was my fortune, when I was a student at 
the Dane Law Sdiool of Hoirard Colleige, 
to win the favorable notice of that honored Pro- 
fessor, Theophilus Parsons, and to be treated 
very kindly by him. On one occasion, after his 
morning lecture had ended, he called me into his 
study and impuisd to me some serious advice. 
"I am sorry," he said, "to observe that you are 
turning your attention to Literature. I have 
seen your poems in the newspapers. Don't think 
of living by your pen. Stick to the Lawl You 
will be an excellent lawyer. You will have a 
profetnon to depend on. You can make your 
way. You can have home and friends. Stick to 
the Law. I once knew a brilliant young man — 
Paine was his name — idio started much as you 
have done. He might have had a prosperous 
and hap{^ life. He had much ability. But he 
left the Law. He took to writing. Th^ had 
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him here and there and everywhere, with his 
poems. He was convivial: he wasted his talents; 
and he sank into an early and rather a dishon- 
ored grave. Don't make a mistake at the be- 
ginning. Stick to the Law, and the Law will 
reward you." 

So spoke my sage and friendly old preceptor, 
tersely and comprdiensively stating the safe, 
conservative, prudential view of the literary 
vocation. There has, at all times, been some 
reason for that view. Macaulay said, of Rich- 
ardson, the novelist, "he kept his shop and his 
shop kept him." "Let your pen be your pas- 
time," said Sir Walter Scott, "your profession 
your sheet anchor." At the time when Professor 
Parsons imparted to me that earnest admonition 
to shun the Muses the reasons for it seemed de- 
cisive. The conditions of the literary life in 
America, certainly, were not propitious. The 
really vital literary movement in our country had, 
indeed, begun; but that fact was not sharply 
realized. The nimiber of writers who were obtain- 
ing a subsistence from distinctively literary labor 
was small. Dana was a man of fortune. Halleck 
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was an accountant. Bryant was an editor. Iliong- 
fellow was a college professor. Hawthorne 
was an official in the Federal service. Charles 
Sprague was a banker. Holmes was a physician. 
Prosperity such as attended "The Lamplighter," 
by Miss Cummings, and "Unde Tom's Cabin," 
by Mrs. Stowe (I remember seeing boys, with 
baskets full of copies of the latter novel, running 
in the streets and selling them, as pedlers sell 
apples), was extraordinarily exceptional. Poe, 
notwithstanding his marvellous goiius, — or be- 
cause of it, — had lived in comparative poverty 
and died in destitution. The number of writers 
had considerably increased since the epodi of 
WasMngton Irving, and increase in number of 
writers had not been attended with increase of 
emolument from writing. "You young fellows," 
said that author, addressing George William 
Curtis, "are not so lucky as I was, for when I 
began to write ibexe were only a few of us." 
The payment for literary product fifty years ago, 
unless in exceptional cases, was very small. A 
precarious vocation! there could be no doubt 
about it. 
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Experience was to teadi me what counsel 
fuled to teach. A harder time for writers 
has not heen known in our country than the time 
that immediately preceded the outbreak of the 
Civil War; yet that was a time when the sun 
shone bright on the fields of Bohemia, and the 
roses were in bloom: a time of frequent hardship, 
sometimes of actual want: I learned then what 
it is to lack a lodging, and how it feels to be com- 
pelled to walk all night in the streets of a great 
city, alone, hungry and cold: not a time of con- 
tinuous, unalloyed comfort, and yet almost 
always a time of careless mirth. It did not last 
long. By the stroke of death and the vicissitude 
of fortune the drde of my early artistic associ- 
ation in New York was broken in 1861, after 
which year our favorite haunt, Pfaff 's Cave, was 
gradually deserted by the votaries of the quill 
and the brush, and the day of dreams was ended. 
Writing to me, in 1880, the poet Aldrich said: 
"How they have all gone, 'the old familiar faces* 1 
What a crowd of ghosts people that narrow strip 
of old Bohemian country throu^ which we 
passed long ago!" Even then, at the distance of 
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only twenty years, that period of freedom and 
frolic seemed vague and shadowy. Now, at the 
distance of half a century, it seems, in the 
dim rista of the Past, like a phantom that 
wavers in a dream. Not one of my old comrades 
of 1859- '60 is living now, and, for the most part, 
the mention of their names would mean nothing 
to the present generation of readers. Yet it is a 
fact within the expmenoe of every dose observer 
of his time that men and wcHuen of extraordinary 
abilify and charm pass across the scene and van- 
ish from it, leaving a potent impression of diar- 
acter, of mind, and even of genius, yet leaving 
no oidurable evidence of their exceptional worth. 
Such persons, of whom the world hears nothing, 
are, sometimes, more interesting than some per- 
sons, — writers and tlie like, — of whom the world 
hears much. They deserve commemoration; 
occasionally they receive it. Browning's poem of 
"Waring" has done more to preserve the iater- 
estiog memory of Alfred Dommett than any- 
thing has dcMie that Dommett wrote: Matthew 
Arnold's poem of "Oberman" has cast a halo 
around the name of Senancour. 
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Prominent in the singular group of writers 
with whom I became associated in 1859-*60 was 
Edward G. P. Wilkins, the journalist, whom I 
have already mentioned, a man of brilliant talent 
and singular charm. He was a native of Bos- 
ton, and his early experience of journalism 
was gained in that city. When I met him he 
was associated with "The New York Herald." 
He had attracted the attention of the elder 
James Gordon Bennett by writing an excel- 
lent account of the Crystal Palace exhibition 
(the building stood where Bryant Park now 
is, at the comer of Sixth Avenue and 42d 
Street, New York), and that sagacious editor 
had rapidly advanced him. He was an edi- 
torial writer, and also he held the office of musical 
and dramatic critic. He was a fluent penman, di- 
rect, explicit, humorous, ready with a reason 
for every opinion that he pronounced, and 
fortunate in the possession of an equable temper 
and a refined taste. His favorite author was 
Montaigne, whose works he read in the orig- 
inal French as well as in the English trans- 
lation, and he was deeply sympathetic with 
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at first with the New York Seventh Regi- 
ment, later with the forces led by General 
Lander: on whose staff he held the position of a 
Volunteer Aid. On Febraary 6, 1862, in a fight 
with the cavalry of the Confederate Colonel Ash- 
ley, he was dangerously wounded, the shoulder- 
joint of his left arm being smashed into frag- 
ments. On April 6, at Cumberland, Virginia, he 
died, of that wound. Aldrich and O'Brien had 
applied, almost simultaneously, for the place of 
Aid to General Lander, and a letter giving the 
appointment had been addressed to Aldrich, at 
Portsmouth, but, by accident, it failed to reach 
him, as he had left that place, and so the coveted 
position fell to O'Brien. One of Henry Clapp's 
grim witticisms glanced at that subject: "Al- 
drich, I see," he said, "has been shot in O'Brien's 
shoulder." The old cynic did not like either of 
them. As to O'Brien, friendship had to be char- 
itable toward infirmities of character and errors 
of conduct. He lacked both moral courage and 
intellectual restraint. He was wayward, choleric, 
defiant, sometimes almost savage: but he was 
generous in disposition and capable of heroism. 
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the kter poems of Whittier: facts worth noting, 
because every man is perceived, at least in part, 
by knowledge of his loves in literature as well 
as by knowledge of his friends. He was a tall, 
slender man, of delicate constitution, having 
regular features, dark hair, and remarkably fine 
blue eyes. He stooped a little, and he was 
slightly deaf. His deafness, I observed, became 
peculiarly dense on occasions when he did not 
wish to hear. Noisy, intrusive persons, angry 
theatrical managers, and other belligerent indi- 
viduals, when stating their grievances and mak- 
ing their complaints to him, were favored with 
courteous attention; but, with an extreme placid- 
ity of demeanor, he would request a second or a 
third recital of their remarks, and often then 
would misunderstand them. His tact in discom- 
fiting a bully or quelling the clamor of a fool was 
extraordinary. He was scrupulously elegant in 
attire and carelessly so in manner, and his im- 
perturbable, humorous aflfability was espedally 
attractive. For the discreet management of his 
talents and professional opportunities, as well 
as for the polish of his manners, he was some- 
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and his works afford abundant evidence of the 
imagination that accompanies genius and the 
grace that authenticates literary art. Among my 
Bohemian comrades he was not the most bdored, 
but he had the right to be the most admired. His 
poem of "The Fallen Star," already mentioned, 
contains stanzas in which, unconsciously, he re- 
vealed the better part of his own nature* with 
some part of his own experience, and which 
pathetically indicate the writer's personality and 
the influence it diffused: 

A brilliant boy that I onee knew, 
In far-off, happy Akjb of old, 

With sweet frank face and ey« of bine 
And hair that ahone like gold; 

A figure unewy, lithe and strong, 

A lau^ infections in its glee, 
A Toiee as beautiful as aong 

When heard along the sea. 

Idke fmit npon a southem slope, 

He ripened chi all natural food, — 
The winds that thrill the akyey cope, 

The snnlight'a golden blood; 
And in his talk I oft diacerned 

A timid musie vaguely heard, 
The fragments of a song scarce learned,' 

The essays of a bird. 



III. 

^ TAOBANT COMRADES. 

It was my fortune, when I was a student at 
the Dane Law School of Harvard College, 
to win the favorable notice of that honored Pro- 
fessor, Theophilus Parsons, and to be treated 
very kindly by him. On one occasicm, after his 
morning lecture had ended, he called me into his 
study and imparted to me some serious advice. 
"I am sorry," he said, "to observe that you are 
turning yoiu- attention to Literature. I have 
seen your poons in the newspapers. Don't think 
of living by your pen. Stick to the Law I You 
will be an excdlent lawyer. You will have a 
profetaion to depend on. You can make your 
way. You can have home and friends. Stick to 
the Law. I once knew a brilliant young man — 
Paine was his name — vibo started mudi as you 
have done. He mi^t have had a prosperous 
and happy life. He had much ability. But he 
left the I^aw. He took to writing. They had 
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him here and there and everywhere, with his 
poems. He was convivial: he wasted his talents; 
and he sank into an early and rather a dishon- 
ored grave. Don't make a mistake at the be- 
ginning. Stick to the Law, and the Law will 
reward you." 

So spoke my sage and friendly old preceptor, 
tersely and comprehensively stating the safe, 
conservative, prudential view of the literary 
vocation. There has, at all times, been some 
reason for that view. Macaulay said, of Rich- 
ardson, the novelist, "he kept his shop and his 
shop kept him." "Let your pen be your pas- 
time," said Sir Walter Scott, "your profession 
your sheet anchor." At the time when Professor 
Parsons imparted to me that earnest admonition 
to shun the Muses the reasons for it seemed de- 
cisive. The conditions of the literary life in 
America, certainly, were not propitious. The 
really vital literary movement in our country had, 
indeed, begun; but that fact was not sharply 
realized. The number of writers who were obtain- 
ing a subsistence from distinctively literary labor 
was small. Dana was a man of fortune. HaUeck 
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was an accountant. Bryant was an editor. Long- 
fellow was a college professor. Hawthorne 
was an offidal in the Federal service. Charles 
Sprague was a banker. Holmes was a physiciim. 
Prosperity such as attended "The Lamphghter,*' 
by Miss Cummings, and "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 
by Mrs. Stowe (I remember seeing boys, with 
baskets full of copies of the latter novel, running 
in the streets and selling them, as pedlers sell 
apples), was extraordinarily exceptionaL Poe, 
notwithstanding his marvellous genius, — or be- 
cause of it, — had lived in comparative poverty 
and died in destitution. The number of writers 
had considerably increased since the epoch of 
Washington Irving, and increase in number of 
writers had not been attended with increase of 
emolument from writing. "You young fellows," 
said that author, addressing George William 
Curtis, "are not so lucky as I was, for when I 
began to write there were only a few of us." 
The payment for literary product fifty years ago, 
unless in exceptional cases, was very small. A 
precarious vocation I there could be no doubt 
about it. 
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and his works afford abundant evHence of the 
imagination that accompanies genius and the 
grace that authenticates literary art. Among my 
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him here and there and everywhere, with his 
poems. He was convivial: he wasted his talents; 
and he sank into an early and rather a dishon- 
ored grave. Don't make a mistake at the be- 
ginning. Stick to the Law, and the Law will 
reward you." 

So spoke my sage and friendly old preceptor, 
tersely and comprehensively stating the safe, 
conservative, prudential view of the literary 
vocation. There has, at all times, been some 
reason for that view. Macaulay said, of Rich- 
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was an accountant. Bryant was an editor. Long- 
fellow was a college professor. Hawthorne 
was an official in the Federal service. Charles 
Sprague was a banker. Holmes was a physician. 
Prosperity such as attended "The Lamplighter," 
by Miss Cummings, and "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 
by Mrs. Stowe (I remember seeing "boys, with 
baskets full of copies of the latter novel, running 
in the streets and selling them, as pedlers sell 
apples), was extraordinarily exceptional. Poe, 
notwithstanding his marvellous genius, — or be- 
cause of it, — had lived in comparative poverty 
and died in destitution. The number of writers 
had considerably increased since the epodi of 
Wadiington Irving, and increase in number of 
writers had not been attended with increase of 
emolument from writing. "You young fellows," 
said that author, addressing George William 
Curtis, "are not so lucky as I was, for when I 
began to write there were only a few of us.'* 
The payment for literary product fifty years ago, 
unless in exceptional cases, was very small. A 
precarious vocation I there could be no doubt 
about it. 
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Experience was to teach me what counsel 
failed to teadi. A harder time for writers 
has not been known in our country than the time 
that immediately preceded the outbreak of the 
Civil War; yet that was a time when the sun 
shone bright on the fields of Bohemia, and the 
roses were in bloom: a time of frequent hardship, 
sometimes of actual want: I learned then what 
it is to lack a lodging, and how it feels to be com- 
pelled to walk all night in the streets of a great 
city, alone, hungry and cold: not a time of con- 
tinuous, unalloyed comfort, and yet almost 
always a time of careless mirth. It did not last 
long. By the stroke of death and the vicissitude 
of fortune the circle of my early artistic assod- 
ation in New York was broken in X861, after 
which year our favorite haunt, Pf afi"s Cave, was 
gradually deserted by the votaries of the quill 
and the brush, and the day of dreams was ended. 
Writing to me, in 1880, the poet Aldrich said: 
"How they have all gone, 'the old familiar faces' ! 
What a crowd of ghosts people that narrow strip 
of old Bohemian country through which we 
passed long agol" Even then, at the distance of 
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only twenty years, that period of freedom and 
frolic seemed vague and shadowy. Now, at the 
distance of half a centmy, it seems, in the 
dim vista of the Past, like a phantom that 
wavers in a dream. Not one of my old comrades 
of 1850- '60 is living now, and, for the most part, 
the mention of their names would mean nothing 
to the present generation of readers. Yet it is a 
fact within the experience of every close ohserver 
of his time that men and women of extraordinary 
abili^ and diarm pass across the scene and van- 
ish from it, leaving a potent impression of char- 
acter, of mind, and even of genius, yet leaving 
no endurable evidence of their exceptional worth. 
Sudi persons, of whom the world hears nothing, 
are, sometimes, more interesting than some per- 
sons, — writers and tlie like, — of whom the world 
hears much. They deserve commemoration; 
occasionally they receive it. Browning's poem of 
"Waring" has done more to preserve the inter- 
esting memory of Alfred Donunett than any- 
thing has done that Dommett wrote: Matthew 
Arnold's poem of "Oberman" has cast a halo 
around the name of Smancour. 
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Prominent in the singular group of writers 
with whom I became associated in 1859-'60 was 
Edward G. P. Wilkins, the journalist, whom I 
have ah'eady mentioned, a man of brilliant talent 
and singular charm. He was a native of Bos- 
ton, and his early experience of journalism 
was gained in that city. When I met him he 
was associated with "The New York Herald." 
He had attracted the attention of the elder 
James Gordon Bennett by writing an excel- 
lent account of the Crystal Palace exhibition 
(the building stood where Bryant Park now 
is, at the comer of Sixth Avenue and 42d 
Street, New York), and that sagacious editor 
had rapidly advanced him. He was an edi- 
torial writer, and also he held the office of musical 
and dramatic critic. He was a fluent penman, di- 
irect, explicit, humorous, ready with a reason 
for every opinion that he pronounced, and 
fortunate in the possession of an equable temper 
and a refined taste. His favorite author was 
Montaigne, whose works he read in the orig- 
inal French as well as in the English trans- 
lation, and he was deeply sympathetic with 
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the later poems of Whittier: facts wortii noting, 
because every man is perceived, at least in part, 
by knowledge of his loves in literature as well 
as by knowledge of his friends. He was a tall, 
slender man, of delicate constitution, having 
regular features, dark hair, and remarkably fine 
blue eyes. He stooped a httle, and he was 
slightly deaf. His deafness, I observed, became 
peculiarly dense on occasions when he did not 
wish to hear. Noisy, intrusive persons, angry 
theatrical managers, and other belligerent indi- 
viduals, when stating their grievances and mak- 
ing their complaints to him, were favored with 
courteous attention ; but, with an extreme placid- 
ity of demeanor, he would request a second or a 
third recital of their remarks, and often then 
would misunderstand them. His tact in discom- 
fiting a bully or quelling the clamor of a fool was 
extraordinary. He was scrupulously elegant in 
attire and carelessly so in manner, and his im- 
perturbable, humorous affability was especially 
attractive. For the discreet management of his 
talents and professional opportunities, as well 
as for the polish of his manners, he was some- 
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what indebted to the friendship of Mme. Cora 
de Wilhorst, a popular vocalist of the period 
(she was the daughter of Reuben Withers, of 
Xew Tork, and it is recorded of her that she 
made a brilliant first appearance in opera, 
January 28, 1857, at the Aeadony of Music, as 
lAicia), therein being fortunate; because no in- 
fluence can be more auspicious for any clever 
youth than that of an accomplished woman, 
acquainted with the ways of the social world and 
sincerely desirous of promoting his welfare. 

Wilkins dwelt in a house, still standing, at 
the northeast comer of Amity and Greene 
streets, and there he died, in the spring of 1861. 
On the night but one before his death I sat by 
his bedside, from sunset till morning, and I had 
reason then to know that, beneath a blandly 
cynical exterior, his mind was reverent, his spirit 
gentle, and his heart affectionate. His disease 
was pneumonia, and he suffered much. It is hard 
to look upon anguish that you caimot relieve. 
Once, in the course of that dreadful ni^t, he 
asked me to read to him, — at first a descriptive 
passage from Carlyle; then from the Bible. He 
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knew (though I did not) that his last hour was 
near. A cold, heavy, desolate rain was falling 
when I left him, which lasted all that day, hut the 
next morning was beautifully clear and bri^t. 
I thought that I should find him better, but wben, 
unaware of what had happened, I entered his 
chamber, all things were in order, and he was 
dead. His grave is in Chelsea, Massachusetts. 
Is there any reason why readers of the present 
day should care to hear of him? I think there is. 
He was the first among American journalists to 
introduce into our press the Frendi custom of 
the Dramatic Feuilleton. Many writers of this 
period are, — ^without being aware of it, — fol- 
lowing an example that was set l^ him; writing 
about the stage and sociely in a facetious, 
satirical vein, striving to lighten heavy or barren 
themes with playful banter, and to gild the 
dreariness of criticism with the glitter of wit. 
Wilkins not only attempted that task, but he 
accomplished it His writings are buried in 
the files of "The Herald," "The Saturday 
Press" and "The Leader," and they are buried 
forever. His comedy caUed "Young New York" 
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survives. Laura Eeene produced it, in the au- 
tumn of 1856, and herself acted in it, as also did 
George Jordan, Charles Wheatleigh, and Tom 
Johnston, three of the most expert comedians 
that have adorned the theatre in our time. 
Wilkins had a hand in other dramatic composi- 
tions, and he was instrumental in bringing upon 
our stage the first version that was acted in 
America of "Les Pattes des Mouche," the most 
charming of Sardou's comedies, — originally pro- 
duced by Wallack, under the name of "Henri- 
ette"; now widely known and popular as "A 
Scrap of Paper." He did not habitually frequent 
PfaflTs Cave, but he often came there, and his 
presence afforded a signal contrast with that of 
some of our companions. 

The group, seldom complete, included Clapp, 
Howland, Wilkins, O'Brien, George Arnold, 
Frank Wood, Charles Dawson Shanly, N. G. 
Shepherd, Charles D. Gardette, Walt Whitman, 
Thomas Blades de Walden, W. L. Symonds, 
T. B. Aldrich, Edward Mullen, and the writer 
of these words. Once in a while, at night, the 
table became surrounded. One such occasion 
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I recall when the humorist Artemns Ward 
(Charles F. Browne) made his first appear- 
ance there, accompanied by an acquaintance 
whose name he mentioned, and whom, with re- 
assuring words, he gleefully cnnmanded to take 
a seat. "Don't be afraid," he said: "they won't 
hurt you. These are Bohemians. A Bohemiui 
is an educated hoss-thiefl" On another such 
occasion, Mr. W. D. Howells, now the volu- 
minous and celebrated novelist, — ^be whose efful- 
gent criticism has, to the consternation of the 
literary world, dimmed the shining stars of Scott 
and Thackeray, — came into the cave, especially, 
as afterward was divulged, for the purpose of 
adoring the illustrious Whitman. Mr. Howells, 
at that time, was a respectable youth, in black 
raiment, who had only just entered on the path 
to glory, while Whitman, by reason of that odor* 
iferous classic, the "Leaves of Grass," was in 
possession of the local Parnassus. The meeting, 
of course, was impressive. Walt, at that time, 
affected the Pompadour style of shirt and jacket, 
— ^making no secret of his brawny anatomy, — 
and his hirsute chest and complacent visage 
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were, as usual, on liberal exhibition: and he 
tippled a Uttie brandy and water and received 
his admirer's homage with characteristic be- 
nignity. There is nothing like genius — unless 
possibly it may be leather. 

I have seen a singular reference to that mo- 
mentous occasion, written and published, in later 
years, bjr the renowned Mr. Howells. "At one 
moment of the orgy" (so runs that reference), 
'■which went but slowly for an orgy, we were 
joined by some belated Bohemians, whom the 
others made a great clamor over. I was given to 
undo^tand they were just recovered from a teax- 
ful debauch; their locks were still damp from the 
towels used to restore them, and their eyes were 
very frenzied. I was presented to those types, 
who ndther said nor did anything worthy of their 
awful appearance, but dropped into seats at the 
table and ate of the supper with an appetite that 
seemed poor. I stayed, hoping vainly for worse 
things, until eleven o'clock, and then I rose and 
took my leave of a literary condition that had 
distinctly disappointed me." 

The fine fancy and fertile invention that have 
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made Mr. Howells everywhere illustrious were 
never better exemplified than in these remark- 
able words; for, as a matter of fact, no sudi inci- 
dents occmred, either then or at any other time, 
nor did the great novelist ever see them, except in 
his "mind's eye." Fancy is both a wonderful 
faculty for a writer of fiction and a sweet botm 
for the reader of it. I have regretted the absence 
of Mr, Howells from a casual festival wiusb oc- 
curred in PfafP's Cave, much about the time of 
his advent there, when the lads (those tre- 
mendous revellers I) drank each a glass of beer 
in honor of the birthday of Henry Clapp, and 
when he might, for once, have felt the ravishing 
diarm of Walt Whitman's colossal eloquence. It 
fell to the lot of that Great Bard, I rememba-, 
to propose the health of the Prince of Bohemia, 
■vriudi he did in the following marvellous words: 
"That's the feUerl" It was my privilege to hear 
that thrilling deUverance, and to admire and ap- 
plaud tiiat superb orator. Such amazing ema- 
nations of intellect seldom occur, and it seems 
indeed a pity that this one should not have had 
Mr. Howells to embroider it with his ingenious 
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fancy and embalm it in the amber of his vera- 
cious rhetoric. Sad to relate, he was not present; 
and, equally sad to relate, the "fypes" whom 
he met at PfaflTs Cave, and by whom he was 
"distinctly disappointed," were quite as "dis- 
tinctly disappointed" by him. They thought 
him a prig. 

The custom of detraction, which has been ex- 
ceedingly prevalent in American criticism from 
the time of the hounds tiiat barked upon the 
track of Edgar Poe, is not only pernicious but 
ridiculous, and it is right and desirable that pro- 
test should be made against it. The men of 
whom I am writing had faults, no doubt, and 
many of them: all the angels, of course, lived 
in Boston, at that time, and were marshalled, 
by Frank Underwood, around "The Atlantic 
Monthly" : but those old comrades of mine were 
not sots, nor were they givoi to "debauchery." 
Most of them were poor, and they were poorly 
X>aid. As an example, I will mention that for 
my poem of "After All," whidi has since found 
its way into almost every compilation of verse 
made within the last fifty years, I received three 
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dollars — and was glad to receive so much. Rev- 
elry requires money : and at the time Mr. Howells 
met those Bohemians, — ^with the "damp locks" 
and the "frenzied eyes," — it is probable that the 
group did not possess enough money among them 
all to buy a quart bottle of champagne. Further- 
more, they were writers of remarkable abiUly, and 
they were under the stringent necessity of work- 
ing continually and very hard: and it seems perti- 
nent to suggest that such a poem, for instance, 
as George Arnold's "Old Pedagogue," or Fitz- 
James O'Brien's Ode in commemoration of 
Kane, or Charles Dawson Shanly's "Walker 
of the Snow," is not to be produced from the 
stimulation of alcohol. Literature is a matter 
of brains, not drugs. It would be equally just 
and sensible for American criticism to cherish 
American literature, and to cease from carping 
about the infirmities, whether actual or putative, 
of persons dead and gone, who can no longer 
defend thanselves. 

It would be idle to allege that complete har- 
mony existed among those vagrant comrades of 
mine, — for complete harmony among votaries of 
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any form of art has never yet existed, and, in- 
ideed, it is impossible. Nevertheless there was a 
sentimoit of fraternity among those Bohemian 
writers, such as I have not since observed. 
iG«orge Arnold was the most entirely beloved 
member of that group. His manly character, his 
careless good-humor, his blithe temperament, 
his personal beauty, and his winning manners 
made him attractive to everybody. His mmier- 
ous stories have not been collected, but his poems 
^(gathered and published under my editorial care) 
survive, and their fluent, melodious blending of 
rueful mirth and tender feeling with lovely tints 
of natural description, — constituting an irresisti- 
ble charm, — have commended them to a wide 
circle of readers. One of the saddest days of my 
life was the day when we laid him in his grave, in 
Greenwood. Another much loved companion 
was Shanly, — of whose writings scarce any rec- 
ord exists, — modest, silent, patient, reticent — 
everything that is meant by the name of gentle- 
man. His poems called "The Briar- Wood Pipe" 
mid "Rifleman, Shoot Me a Fancy Shot" ou^t 
long to preserve his memory, and perhaps they 
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will. To him it was a matter of indifference. X 
have never known a writer who was so ahsolutdy 
careless of literary reputation: indeed, it was not 
until after we bad been acquainted for several 
months that I learned that he had written any- 
thing. He never spoke to me of his writiiigs, 
till, at the last, when, in 1875, he was leaving 
New York for Florida (where he died, April 14, 
that year), be asked me to act as his literary 
executor, in case any publisher should care to 
put forth a book of them. The contrasts of per- 
sonality thus exhibited were full of interest. 
Perhaps the most abrupt of them was that af- 
forded by the restful, indolent, elegant demeanor 
of Wilkins and the vital, breezy, exuberant de- 
meanor of Fitz-James O'Brien, — the most repre- 
sentative Bohemian writer whcHU it has been my, 
fortune to know. 

John Brougham, the comedian, expressed to 
me the opinion that O'Brien never cared much 
for any person with whom he did not quarrel, 
and as both of them were Irishmen that opinion, 
perhaps, was correct. O'Brien sometimes in- 
volved himself, or became involved, in quarrels. 
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proceeding to physical violence. Persons whom 
he disliked be would not recognize, and in the 
expression of opinion, especially as to questions 
of literary art, he was explicit. Candor of judg- 
ment, indeed, relative to literary product was the 
inveterate custom of that Bohemian group. 
Unmerciful chaff pursued the perpetrator of any 
piece of writing that impressed those persons as 
trite, conventional, artificial, laboriously solemn) 
or insincere; and they never spared each other 
from the barb of ridicule. It was a salutary ex- 
perience for young writers, because it habituated 
them to the custom not only of speaking the 
truth, as they understood it, about the writings 
of their associates, but of hearing the truth, as 
others understood it, about their own productions. 
"I greatly like your poem of 'Orgia,' " O'Brien 
said to me, "and I like it all the more because 
I did not think you could write anything so 
good." 

The quarrels in which O'Brien participated 
were more often pugilistic than literary; contests 
into which he pltmged, with Celtic delight in the 
tempest of combat. He was constitutionally val- 
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orous, but, as his valor lacked discretion and he 
did not hesitate to engage with giants, he was 
usually defeated. He came into the cave late 
one night, I remember, adorned with a black eye, 
whidi had been bestowed upon bim by a casual 
antagonist in Broadway, because of a difference 
of opinion respecting the right of passage on the 
side- walk; and, producing from one pocket a 
vial with a leech in it, which,~concealed in a 
white handkerchief, — he applied to the re^on of 
his damaged optic, he produced from another 
pocket tiie manuscript of a poem that he said 
he had that evening written (bis residence, then, 
was the old Hone House), called "The Lost 
Steamship"; and he read that poem to our drde 
in a magnificent manner, with all the passionate 
vigor, all the weird feeling, and all the tremor 
of baimted imagination that its tragical theme 
requires. 

A steamship had recently been wrecked, on the 
Atlantic coast, with much loss of life. The poem 
is the story of the disaster, and that story is told, 
to a fisherman on the shore, by a person who 
seems, at first, to be the only survivor of the 
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•wreck. That speaker declares tHat all cm board 
the ship were drowned, — ^the last man to go down 
with her being the Second Mate: then, suddenly, 
he stands revealed as the ghost of the mariner, 
the final victim engulfed by the sea. I have 
heard many readings: I have never heard one in 
whidi afiflicting reality, hysterical excitement, 
shuddering dread, and tremulous pathos were so 
strangely blended as they were in O'Brien's read- 
ing of his "Lost Steamship." 

Poor O'Brien's combats were, no doubt, seri- 
ous enough to him, but to most of his assodates 
they seemed comic. His Waterloo, as a fistic 
belligerent, — a defeat which befell on June 14, 
1858, at the New York Hotel, — ^was, as to some 
of its results, playfully indicated to me by the 
surgeon who attended the damaged warrior im- 
mediately after the battle. "He looked" (so wrote 
that hiamorous friend) "like Cruikshank's 
picture of 'the man wot wun the fi^t.' Never 
have I seen the hunum nose more complete^ 
comminuted than in my patient's case. Even his 
tailor wouldn't have recognized him. I remem- 
ber that nose particularly, on account of his 
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urgent solicitude that I should make it slightly 
aquiline, but avoid the Israelitish extreme. 
Bomans rather than Hebrews furnished his 
text." 

O'Brien is here portrayed as he was after his 
incorrigible, gypsy-like wildness of temperament 
had asserted absolute control over his conduct. 
He had not always been reckless; he had not 
always been environed with difficulties. The be- 
ginning of his literary career, as proved by the 
number and variety of his contributions to New 
York mAgazines and papers, was signalized by 
steadily ambitious effort and fertile industry — 
not ^olly unrewarded. The poet George 
AxDoldi who met him before I did, wrote: 
"When I first knew O'Brien, in 18fi6-'67, he 
had elegant rooms; a large and valuable library; 
piles of manuscripts; dressing-cases; pictures; a 
ward-robe of mudi splendor; and all sorts of 
knick-knackeiy, such as young bachelors love to 
collect." Other persons, since dead, who knew 
him soon after his arrival in New York, in 1852, 
have described him to me as a man of unoom- 
monly attractive aspect, — making mention of bis 
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athletic figure, genial face, fair complexion, 
pleasing smile, waving brown hair, and winning 
demeanor. When I first met him a change had 
occmred, alike in his person and his circum- 
stances. He had come to Boston, as an assistant 
to that energetic, resolute, intrepid, tumultuous 
theatrical manager H. L. Bateman (the H. L. 
signifying Hezekiah Linthicum), who was then 
directing the professional tour of the beautiful 
actress Matilda Heron, — afterward the wife of 
the accomplished musician Robert Stoepel, — and 
it was easy to perceive that he had experienced 
considerable vicissitude and was a confirmed liter- 
ary gypsy. His countenance bore a slight trace 
of rough usage; his hair, closely cropped, had 
begun to be a little thin; but his expressive gray- 
blue eyes were dear and brilliant; his laughter 
was bluff and breezy; his voice was strong and 
musical ; his manner was gay ; and he was a cheer- 
ful companion, — miaking the most of To-day, and 
caring not at all for To-morrow. 

In a letter to me, written in 1880, Aldrtch, in 
his serio-comic way, mentions facts about 
O'Brien that help to make more distinct the im- 
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age of his erratic personality and the stoiy of his 
wayward career: 

I made O'Brien's acquaintance in 1853. He once told me 
lie was gradnated from Dublin Universitj, and that, on 
leaving college, he inherited from his father some $40,000, 
all of which he handsomely spent, in the eonrse of two 
jeare, in London. 

The article (about O'Brien) 1 prepared for "Harper's 
Weekly," in 1862, was returned to me. I distinctly re- 
member my disgust. The manuscript, which lay in a drawer 
of my work-table for two or three years afterward, was 
either lost or destroyed at the time (1865) I moved to 
Boston. 

In the years 1858- '59 O'Brien and I were very intimate; 
we never let a day pass without meeting. I recollect that 
I treated this period in detail in the missing paper. I 
wish yon had it, or that I could lay hold of the ghost of it 
in my memory. 

I enclose to you, as a curiosity, the first letter I ever 
received from O'Brien. It is the only instance I know of 
his signing himself "Fitz-James de Courcy O'Brien." You 
know he was "Baron Inchiqnin," or something of the sort. 
I used to call him Baron Linchpin, when we were merry. 

The merriest days depress me most when I look back to 
them: — as compensation, I can smile at the saddest. I 
half smile as I recall how hurt I was on an occasion when 
O'Brien borrowed $35.00 of me, to pay a pressing bill, and, 
instead of paying the bill, gave a little dinner at Del- 
monico's to which he did not invite me! Arnold and Clapp 
were there, and perhaps you. / gave thai dinner I 

Did O'Brien ever finish a short serial atory, "The Red 
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Petticoat," which he began in some Kev York newspapert 
I read the opening chapters in proof slips, bnt don't remem- 
ber that I ever saw any more of it. There waa a fine 
description of "a run" on a ahabby Bowery bank, in the 
first chapter. The picture of the grim, half-insane emwd 
hnrling itself against the bank doora lingers in my memory 
as Btxnetliing wonderfully good. 

O'Brien was not the heir to a title, nor did 
he pretend to be. The clever, piquant, tart, and 
rather malicious writer, Charles F. Briggs, once 
prominent in New York journalism as "Harry 
Franco," originated and published the incorrect 
statement, — ^which was accepted by Aldrich and 
others, — that O'Brien was a relative of Smith 
O'Brien, at one time conspicuous as an Irish 
"agitator," and was heir to the title borne by 
Smith O'Brien's brother, Lord Inchiquin. Fita- 
James's father was a lawyer: his mother's maiden 
name was de Courcy. The story of "The Scarlet 
Petticoat" (not Red) was begun in a paper 
called "Leslie's Stars and Stripes," published, 
for a few months, in 1859, but it was not com- 
pleted. Some of O'Brien's writings have not 
been found. In 1881 1 caused the publication of 
a Toliune of his works, containing forty-tliree 
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poems and tiiirteen stories; and of his writinga 
that I have collected, from various sources, for 
a companion volume there are thirty pieces in 
prose and fifteen in verse, besides several plays* 
and many interesting fragments — material 
enough to make a book of five hundred pages. 

O'Brien's letter to Aldrich, who was then sub- 
editor of the New York "Home Journal," ia 
characteristic, in its playful vein: 

Waveiley House, HadisoB, N. J^ 
Sept. (something; or other), Tnesday. 
Dear Sir: I send you & poem. If I finish another before 
I go to bed to-night, 1 will encloee it also. If you do not 
find it, conclude that it is not finished. The <Hie I send 
70a ifl a ballad, horrible and indigestible. 

Uake Bach eorrections as yon think fit, preserring care- 
fully, at the same time, the langnage, spelling, punctuation, 
and arrangement of the verses. Anything else that yon 
find "out of kilter" yon can alter. 

Seriously, if yon can improve, do it fearlessly. It is the 
Angnr who speaks to Tarqnin. "Cut boldly"j an auger who 
trusts that he does not hore. 

Paradox as it may seem, "the Fall" has already arisen. 
I saw her veil fiuttering on the hills the other day, and soma 
of the earliest and most servile of the trees have already 
put on her liveiy. Come out and be presented. . . . 
Yours sincerely, 
Fitz-Jahes ds Oodrot O'BitEir, 
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O'Brien had a presentiment of his early and 
violent death. A letter to me, from the clever 
and kindly artist Albert R. Waud, long since 
dead, who was in his company "at the front," 
intimates this, in words that make a significant 
picture: 

After O'Brien became Aid on Lander's staff a feelii^ 
took possession of him that he would not long earvive the 
commission: under its influenca he became, at times, 
strangely softened. His buoyant epicureanism partly d^ 
serted him. He showed greater consideration for othen 
and waa less convivial than was his wont. 

One oight I rode with him to the camp of the First 
AlassacbusettB Battery, where the evening passed pleas- 
antly, with cigars and punch. Some one sang the song, 
from "Don Ccesar de Bazan," "Then let me like a soldier 
die." Next morning he started, to join the General 
(Lander) at Harper's Ferry. As we rode he kept repeat- 
ing the words of the song^ said he appreciated it the more, 
as he had a presentiment that he should be shot, before 
l(sig. He would not be rallied out of it, but remarked that 
he was content; and, when we parted, said good-by, as 
cheerfully as need be. 

I heard, afterward, that medical incompetence had more 
to do with his death than the wound. How tme it was I 
don't know. But the same thing was said of General 
Lander; and there was, at that time, a great want oC 
suigical experience in the field. 

There is a temptation, which must be resisted. 
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to linger on the theme of days before Black 
Care had claimed acquaintance— of days when 
Hope beckoned and Youth replied — and of 
vagrant comrades as heedless and merry as Uie 
whitecaps of the sea. Enough, however, has 
been said to indicate the character of a peculiar 
period of literary transition in the diief city of 
America, — "that unfriendly time" for letters, as 
the poet Stedman caUed it, who had dwelt in it 
and closely observed it, — a period when the age 
of Annuals and Keepsakes and Friendship's 
Offerings had not quite passed away, and when 
the epoch of free thinking and bold expression 
had not become entirely established. The pro- 
pulsive influences of that period, greatly broad- 
ened and strengthened, are splendidly operative 
now, and the hard vicissitudes of such a case as 
that of O'Brien would be needless or impossible 
to-day. Poet, romancer, wanderer, soldier, he 
sang his song, he told his story, he met his fate 
like a brave man, giving his life for his adopted 
land, and dying, — ^with much promise unfulfilled, 
■ — ^when only thirty-four years old. As I turn 
away from his grave I turn away, likewise, from 
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the whole strange scene of vagrant literary life. 
The gypsy camp is broken. The music is hushed. 
The fires are put out. The gypaes are all gone. 
There is no Bohemia any more, nor ever will be, 
except in luxury's lap or imagination's dieam. 



IV. 

OLTVER WENDEXiL HOLUES. 

As I look back to the distant days of my youth, 
in the old cdtiea of Boston and Cambridge, and 
recall the reverent devotion to literature and its 
eminent professors that then prevailed, I am 
somewhat painfully conscious of a great change 
that has taken place, either in public sentiment 
as to those subjects or in my own mind. Those 
were the days whoi Dana, Bryant, Halleck, 
Cooper, and Washington Irving were hallowed 
names, never thought of without spontaneous 
admiration nor mentioned without profound 
respect. Those were the days, also, of Long- 
fellow, Emerson, Whittier, Lowell, Felton, 
Holmes, Mitchell, Whipple, and Henry Gfles, — 
to mention only a few of the men then conspicu- 
ous in the realm of thought, — and around all 
those names there was an atmosphere of sanctity. 
We who were young never even dreamed of 
doubting the authenticity of their greatness. 
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Reverence for them was a religion, and that 
religion was generally prevalent. No such feel- 
ing seems to exist now, relative to authors, 
whether of the past or present. The audacious 
New Age ignores all reputations and challenges 
all claims. When Charles Dickens iirst visited 
Boston (it was as long ago as 1842), the girls 
in the fine mansions that he entered would 
throng around him and furtively cut bits of fur 
from his seal-skin overcoat, to be treasured as 
souvenirs. No writer is idolized now, in any sudi 
spirit, or in any spirit at all. In my own breast, 
I grieve to say, the spring of hero-worship has 
nearly run dry; but that, I am wishful to believe, 
is due to the lapse of time. Wordsworth has 
noticed the "sober coloring" which, from the 
eyes of ancient watchers of mortality, is taken 
by "the clouds that gather round the setting sun." 
For me, however, a remnant of that old devo- 
tional enthusiasm still remains. There is, for 
example, as there always has been, a halo around 
the name of Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

At the time of which I speak Holmes had not 
yet writtoi "The Autocrat," but his early poems. 
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published in 1886 and later, were known to us 
young readers, and we loved them welL Some 
of them were comic, such as "My Aimt," "The 
September Gale," and "The Height of the 
Ridiculous," while some of them were martial 
or pathetic, such as "Old Ironsides" and the song 
of greeting to Charles Dickens. The poem of 
"Old Ironsides" had (in 1880) saved the frigate 
Constitution from being demolished, and we 
could see her, still afloat, in the harbor, off the 
Navy Yard at Charlestown. The Dickens song 
had given to us one crystal gem of feeling and 
melody not to be forgotten: 

The Irish harp no longer thrills, 

Or breathes a. fainter tone; 
The clarion blast from Scotland's hills, 

Alast no more is blown; 
And Passion's bnrning lip bewails 

Her Harold's wasted fire, 
8till ling'rin^ o'er the dust that veils 

The lord of England's lyre. 

It is not surprising that Holmes charmed us, 
for he voiced the ardor of youth and he touched, 
at one and the same moment, the chords that 
vibrate to laughter and to tears. Time adjusts 
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ihe scales in which achievement is weighed and 
by which reputation is finally determined. Other 
bards may have excelled Holmes, in later years, 
and to them may have been accorded a higher 
rank than has been accorded to him, in the esti- 
mation of his comitrymen: but no American poet 
of the middle of the nineteenth century, — imless, 
periiaps, it was Longfellow, — was so much loved 
by tiie rising generation. 

I saw Holmes many times before I became 
personally acquainted with him. He dwelt, at 
one time, in Montgomery Place, one of those 
short, secluded streets open at only one end, like 
the back-water eddies in the river Thames, of 
which, in those dajrs, Boston possessed many. I 
suppose that, mostly, th^ are gone now. Thwe 
was Federal alley, back of the Theatre. There 
was an alley leading from State Street into Dock 
Square. There was an inlet to Arch Street, and 
there was an arch, which I dimly remember. 
There was a narrow, bleak passage leading from 
Court Square into Washington Street, in which, 
as he told me long afterward, Edwin P. Whip- 
ple (best of American literary critics) once met 
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the illustrious lawyer and orator Rufus Choate, 
who passed him with a stately bow, merely 
ejaculating, as a comment on that dingy thw- 
oughfare, "ignominious, but convenient." I saw 
Holmes, several times, emerging from "old 
Montgomery Place." I saw him walking in "the 
long path." as he afterward called it, in the 
quaint, tender, eminently felicitous closing chap- 
ter of "The Autocrat" I saw him (but that was 
at a later period) slowly and sadly pacing near 
the old Craigie mansion, on the desolate summer 
day of the funeral of Mrs. Longfellow. Once I 
met him on the bridge that spans the Charles 
river, westward, from Boston to Cambridge, 
and the encounter was both singular and amus- 
ing. It chanced that we were the only persons 
then on the bridge. We were strangers.; we 
were on opposite sides of the causeway, proceed- 
ing in different directions; and, of course, he 
took no notice of me. Upon him, on the contrary, 
my admiring gaze was riveted. He was walk- 
ing slowly, was musing, and his face was exceed- 
ingly grave; but, suddenly, without obvious rea- 
son, he burst into laughter, and his countenance 
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became radiant with mirth. I do not think that 
a more illuminative indication could be dted of 
the peculiar constitution of his mind. He was 
unconscious of being observed. He was off his 
guard. He was, at that moment, — although I 
did not know it, — the veritable humorist of the 
Autocrat, passing instantly from a serious 
thought to a merry one, and exultantly happy 
in the transition and the mirth of it. Mudi can 
be learned, if you have the privilege of looking 
at a great man when he is alone, wrapt in thought, 
and unconscious of observation. I once saw 
Daniel Webster, a little after dawn of a sum- 
mer morning, pacing to and fro, — no other per- 
son in sight and no movement anywhere, — at the 
extreme end of Long Wharf, in Boston; and 
the image of that noble figure and leonine face, 
with its gloomy, glorious eyes, has never faded 
out of my memory. 

The life of Holmes extended over almost the 
whole of the nineteenth century. He was bom 
August 29, 1809, and he died October 7, 1894. 
I once heard Rufus Choate, — greatest of orators 
that have been heard in our country! — speak on 
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"The Last Days of Samuel Rogers," the gentle 
poet of "The Pleasures of Memory," who lived 
for ninety-two years, 1768 to 1855, and who, of 
course, had passed through a seething, tumultu- 
ous period of tremendous events and startling 
changes, — events and changes of which, equally 
of course, ihe superb speaker painted a magnifi- 
cent picture, in "thoughts that breathe and words 
that bum." There is, in the spacious garden of 
Holland House, at Kensington, an arbor, facing, 
at a little distance, Canova's superb bust of 
Napoleon Bonaparte, in which cosey retreat an 
inscription, composed and placed by Lord Hol- 
land, glances at the friendship of that celebrated 
nobleman with the equaUy celebrated poet: 
Here Bogebs eat, and here forever dwell, 
With me, the pleasnres that be sang bo well. 

Rogers was contemporary with tiie war in 
which England lost her American Colonies; 
with the terrible French Revolution; and with 
the entire career of Napoleon; he knew Garrick, 
Mrs. Siddons, and all the luminaries who circled 
around them; he might have talked with Dr. 
Johnson, and would have done so but for tim- 
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idify; his time comprised, qs to literature, all the 
achievements of Bmns, Scott, Wordsworth, 
Soulhey, Coleridge, Lamb, Byron, Landor, 
Shelley and Keats; and he lived to see the tri- 
mnphs of Hacaulay and Dickens and to decline 
the office of poet laureate, in favor of Alfred 
Tennyson. The period spanned by the life of 
Holmes was equally remarkable for social vicissi- 
tudes and prodigality of marvels, and it was evea 
more remarkable for its amasdng discoveries in 
science, its diffusion of intelligent, its escape 
from the shackles of superstition, its advance- 
ment in civilization, and its progress toward a 
rational fellowship of the human race. It is no 
part of my pm-pose to write his life or review 
his career. I wish only to say that the reader 
of his books discovers that he was always abreast, 
and often in advance, of the boldest, clearest, 
best thought of his day, upon every subject of 
vital interest to mankind. In youth he studied 
Law, but he soon turned from Law to Medidne, 
and from Medidne, — in which he was highly 
distinguished, — he turned to Literature, whidi, 
indeed, was his natural vocaticm. His first pub- 
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lication was made in 1884; his last in 1888. 
There are thirteen volumes of his works, thus far 
collected, — ^poems, novels, essays, lectures, and 
scientific papras, — and they are a mine of wisdom 
and beauty. 

The author of "The Voiceless," "The Cham- 
bered Nautilus," "Under the Violets," and "The 
Living Temple," — those being only exponents, 
eloquently indicative, in their significance, of 
the opulent depth of his poetic nature and fac- 
ulty, — ^has written his name in letters of golden 
light, clear and imperishable, on the tablets of 
OUT national literature. Holmes was a great 
poet, even though he never wrote an epic, just as 
Gray was a great poet, for his Elegy alone. It 
pleased Holmes, however, to write many poems 
of "occasion," and he has been designated, some- 
times a little disdainfully, "an occasional poet" 
He was more than that His achievements in that 
vein, meanwhile, are incomparably fine, and the 
felicitous verse for "occasions" that he wrote so 
well was made doubly charming and splendidly 
effective by his beautiful delivery of it. At times 
^en he bad thus to speak he became eagerly. 



116 OLD FRIENDS 

animatecl; joyously excited; keenly conscious of 
tile intelleetual value of the feat to be accom- 
plished and of the effect to be produced. His 
countenance, pleasingly eccentric rather than 
conventionally handsome, and more remarkable 
for intensity and variety of expression than for 
regularity of feature, would, at such moments, 
glow with fervency of emotion; his brilliant eyes 
would blaze, as with interior light; his little, 
fragile person, quivering with the passionate 
vitality of his spirit, would tower with intrinsic 
majesty; and his voice, dear and sympathetic but 
neither strong nor deep, would tremble, and 
sometimes momentarily break, with ardor and 
impetuosity of feeling, while yet he never lost 
control of either his metrical fabric, his theme, 
his sensibility, or his hearers. He was a consum- 
mate artist, whether in words or in speech. On 
May 28, 1879, there was a festival, at the Parker 
House in Boston, commemorative of the centen- 
ary of the great Irish poet Thomas Moore (a 
man of exquisite genius, and one of the chief 
benefactors of the world, seeing that he set to 
music, in the sweetest of words and the loveliest 
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of melodies, its most sacred feelings and its best 
aspirations), and, as we were going into the ban- 
quet room. Holmes took me by the arm and said 
to me: "I shall try, to-night, to do something as 
nearly as possible in the manner of Moore him- 
self, and I hope that you will like it." He was 
as eagerly interested and as tremulously nervous 
as a young girl might be, going to her first Re- 
ception, and he was as ingenuous and winning 
as a little child; yet then he was a man of 70, 
and he was speaking to a man but little more than 
half Ris age. His delivery of his poem was per- 
fect, — surpassing all expectation. When he rose 
to speak he gazed steadily, for a few moments, 
at a bust of Moore, which had been placed at the 
further end of the hall, immediately opposite to 
him, and then, without a word of preamble, he 
ejaculated the first line of that glowing apos- 
trophe to the dead poet, — that exquisite interpre- 
tation of his spirit, — that illuminative parallel 
between the two great representative bards of 
Ireland and Scotland ("Enchanter of Erin, 
whose magic has boiind us!"), which, to this day, 
remains the most felicitous and effective occa- 
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sicmal poem existent in the English language. 
The effect of it was magical. A brilliant assem- 
blage, hushed, almost breathless with excitement, 
hung, enraptured, upon every syllable and every 
tone, and when the last words rang from the 
speaker's lips there was such a tumult of accla- 
mation as seemed to shake the waUs. Among the 
auditOTs were James T. Fields and the tragedian 
John McCuUough: both were deeply moved. 
McCuUougb's Irish heart, as might well be 
imagined, was thrilled in every fibre. Long 
afterward, and again and again, he spoke to 
me of that occasion and of the marvellous charm 
of the old poet's passionate eloquence. Indeed, 
he committed the poem to memory, and often, 
in the course of our wanderings together, I have 
heard his deep voice murmming to himself that 
lovely tribute to his native land and its immortal 
singer: 

And while the fresh blossomB of aninmei are braided, 
For the sea-girdled, stream-Bilvered, lake-jewelled isle, 

While her mantle of verdure is woven nnfaded, 
While Shannon and LiSey shall dimple and smile, 

The land where the staff of St. Patrick was planted, 

Where the shamrock grows green from the cliffs to the shore, 
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The land of fair maidens and heroes nndaonted 
Shall wreathe her bright harp with the garlands of Uoore. 

Another memorable occasion when the vener- 
able poet put forth his characteristic and excep- 
tional powers with brilliant effect was that of 
the festival that was given, Decemha 8, 1879, 
by the publishers of "The Atlantic Monthly/' 
to signalize his seventieth birthday. Jhe place 
was the great hall of the Brunswick Hotel, in 
Boston. The assemblage, composed mainly of 
American authors, was one of the most distin- 
guished that have been seen in this country. 
Howells, the novelist^ gracefully presided, and 
the tables were surrounded with representatives 
of letters frcnn almost every state in the Union. 
Holmes> profoundly agitated by the sense of 
private friendship and public homage, delivered 
his noble, pathetic poem called "The Iron Gate" 
— ^that portal which, as he so felicitously inti- 
mates, closes behind every man whose work has 
been done, whose task has been fulfilled, and who 
no longer appertains to the active movement of 
the Present Day. The feeling whidi pervades 
that poem dimly glimmers, — like the tender. 
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fading, golden twilight of an autumn day, — in 
Goldsmith's delicious musing on "The Deserted 
Village"; but nowhere in hterature, aside from 
Holmes's poem, can be found such an ample 
expression of it. He read the lines sweetly, fer- 
vently, solemnly, and they touched every heart. 
If I mention my personal participation in the 
tribute paid to him on that day, it is only that I 
may preserve his image as I saw it then; for my 
place was only about twenty feet away from him, 
and while I was reading my poem in his honor 
his emotion became so excessive that he half rose 
from his chair, fixing upon me those brilliant 
eyes of his, suffused with tears that he could 
scarcely restrain, lost all consciousness of his sur- 
roundings, knew only that he was listening to the 
voice of reverence and love, and seemed more a 
spirit than a man. 

"Youth longs and manhood stnves, but age 
remembers." I am older now tiian Holmes was 
when he wrote that line in "The Iron Gate," 
and I need not hesitate to use the privilege of 
age, in recalling the letter that he wrote to me, a 
few days after that memorable meeting when. 
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from far and near, the writers of his native land 
assembled to celebrate their beloved chieftain: 

296 Beacon Street, Deo. eth, 1879. 
My Dear Mr. Winter:— 

I did not hurry to write to yon bo mach as to some other 
friends, because I bad the opportunity of telling yon, faee 
to faee, vhat I thought of yoor exquisite poem. I hardly 
need say to yon, what yon must have been told many times, 
that it touched everybody, and brou^t tears from not a 
few eyes. It was most feelingly delivered, and yet, when 
I come to read it, I am not disappointed in its melody, its 
finish, its pathos. I was not at liberty to shed a tear that 
evening, or I should have had a good cry. When I cry I cry 
in earnest, and I made np my mind to keep s stiff upper eye- 
lid, in spite of all temptation. If this has to follow yon to 
New York, please remember that I called on yon twice to-day, 
in the hope of seeing you. Believe me, dear Mr. Winter, 
very eincerely and gratefully yours, O. W. Holheb. 

■ Here are two stanzas of my poem; and I have 
thought that perhaps the old poet was pleased 
in perceiving that it did not anywhere imply 
expectation of his precipitate removal to realms 
of bliss: 

The silken tress, the mantling wine. 

Red roses, sommer's whispering leaves, 

The lips that kiss, the hands that twine, 

■ The heart that loves, the heart that grievev-^ 

They all have found a deathless ahrine 
Id bis rich line. 
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All well, tbfit voice can ehBrm ns yet, 

And still that shining tide of song, 
Beneath a Bun not soon to set. 

In golden mnsio flows along. 
With dew of joy oar eyes are wet — 
Not of T^ret. 

There was a playful incident of that occasion 
which lingers in my memory. The feast was a 
hreakfast, heginning about noon and continuing 
till the early twilight of the bleak December day. 
Many ladies were in the company, making the 
beautiful scene still more beautiful. It was an 
occasion of state, and in that respect, as in aame 
others, it was, among literary festivals, almost 
unique. The privilege fell to me of escorting to 
the table that accomplished gentlewoman Lucy 
Larcom; she who drew so well the pathetic word 
picture of "Poor Lone Hannah, Binding Shoes" 
' — a poem that Whittier admired and one of which 
Wordsworth, had he written it, mig^t well have 
been proud. I sat at her right, and on her left 
sat Thomas Wentworth Higginson, — stalwart 
among progressive thinkers, intrepid iconoclast 
of intrenched abuses, who, in the sereni^ of a 
lovely and honored age, contemporary and kin- 
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'dred witb tiiat of the lamented Mitchell, rep- 
resents all that is highest and therefore best 
in American literature. Our talk, I remember, 
ranged gayly over many themes, lingering for a 
mcnnent on wine. The current potation dianced 
to be claret, and Miss Larcom, who did not taste 
it, was insistent (in a low tone) that I should ask 
Mr. Higginson to take a glass of wine with me — 
as, immediately, I did. His response, most 
courteously made, was to raise to his lips a glass 
of water. "But," I said, "you do not honor the 
toast — which is the health of our fair com- 
panion": whereupon he swallowed a teaspoonful, 
pertiaps, of claret, with obvious impatience. I 
was afterward informed that he was a rigid, 
inveterate, iron-bound apostle of total abstinence I 
If his ^es should ever rest on these words he will 
be amused to learn that Lucy Larcom, notwith- 
standing all her demure gravity, was not av^se 
to a joke, and that she was then trying her hand 
at a little playful mischief, of whidi both he and 
I were to be the victims. It was a merry occa- 
sion; one of those sweet times that recur to Ihe 
reminiscent mind, fresh and fragrant, among the 
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tenderest memories of Long Ago. Stedman was 
one of the merriest of the company. The hand- 
some George Lathrop was in his gayest mood. 
Osgood, the well-beloved publisher (and it is 
something of note that a publisher should be well- 
beloved I), seemed to have brought with him 
enough of sunshine to flood the room. Aldridi, 
that fine genius, "the frolic and the goitle" (as 
Wordsworth so happily said of Charles Lamb), 
was, as ever, demure in his kindly satire and 
piquant in his spontaneous, playful wit. The 
gracious presence of Nora Perry and Louise 
Chandler Moullon charmed the festival, while 
amply representing the best in poetic art that has 
been accomplished by the female writers of our 
land. But for the absence of two or three of the 
veterans, kept away by illness (who, neverthe- 
less, sent their tributes), there was not a vestige 
of a cloud over that bright throng. Some of 
those happy guests have ilitted to ghost-land 
since, and they will come no more, except, 
shadow-like, in pages such as this. Dear com- 
rades, gone before, but not forgotten, I write 
your names, not with a tear but with a smile I 
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The world is better and brighter because you have 
lived in it, and soon we shall all meet again! 

My divination, as to the veteran's future, at that 
seventieth birthday festival was amply justified. 
He survived for nearly fifteen years, and some 
of his loveliest poems are among the products 
of those latter days. Even in the vein of Occa- 
sional Verse the limit of his achievement had not 
been reached, nor was it reached till near the end 
of his life. Once, adverting to that topic, he 
wrote to me (February 20, 1888), as follows: 

I have done my share in papng tribtit«B of respect to 
many poets of our own land and other lands, and the time 
has come when I must claim the privilege of leaving the kind 
of tasks I have so often undertaken — grateful and honor- 
able as they are — to others who can do full jnstiea to 
occasions. ... I told the gentleman who called me up 
at a dinner the other day that I was an Emeritus Professor, 
after more than thirty-five yean' service, — but an Emeritus 
as Occasional Versifier of more than Fifty yean^ standing, 
and entitled to plead my privilege. . . , 

Holmes was fond of the Stage, and that was 
an additional bond of sympathy between him and 
me. One of the happiest of his achievements in 
that difficult Queen Anne style of verse which 
he used with such brilliant facility (difficult verse 
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instantaneous perception of the humorous side of 
serious things. "I don't go much into company 
now," he said; "because, when a man has suffered 
such a loss as mine, people observe him curiously, 
and seem to be wondering whether he looks quite 
as sorry as he ought to look." As he spoke his 
face brightened ; he glanced around at the teem- 
ing book-shelves in his study, and then he added: 
"but my dear daughter has come to live with me; 
she is putting things in order ; and we have begun 
the world anew." 

My son Louis, now dead, was present at that 
interview, and he had timidly expressed the de- 
sire to possess a signed photograph of the poet. 
"You diall have it, my boy," said the kind vet- 
eran; and immediately he produced a picture of 
himself and began to write upon it. Then, paus- 
ing, with suspended pen, he looked earnestly at 
the lad, and said, with an indescribably arch 
smile and tone: "Ten — twenty — perhaps even 
thirty years from now — somebody may be inter- 
ested to hear you say that you received this pict- 
ure from the hands of the original; — sometimes 
writers are remembered even as long as that." 
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The picture remains, but both the generous giver 
and the grateful recipient are gone. I tried to 
lead my old friend to speak of earlier times; of 
the famous group of New England authors in 
which he had been the most brilliant figure; and 
of the first days of "The Atlantic Monthly"; but 
he was interested more in the Present than in 
the Fast Once, indeed, he became reminiscent 
of his youth, and, asking me to come to a window 
wheref rom could be obtained a wide prospect of 
the river Charles and the level expanse of coun- 
try westward of it, he indicated a certain pane 
throu^ which we looked together, and he said: 
"It is not every man who can see, at one glance, 
and through one pane of glass, the house where 
he was bom, the college where he was educated, 
and the ground in which his ashes will rest; yet 
there they are for me." There indeed they were, 
golden in the radiance of the afternoon sun; — 
old Cambridge, in the distance, where his parental 
mansion still fronts the village green; the quaint 
buildings, easily discernible, of Harvard Col- 
lege; and, more remote, but in nearly the same 
line of vision, the round tower that overtops its 
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centra] hill, among the multitudinous graves of 
Mount Auburn cemetery. 

Ahnost immediately then, — ^though not till 
after a moment of musing, — he reverted to in- 
quiiy about my pursuits and labors in the great 
dty. "Ah!" he exclaimed; "New York is a won- 
derful place! The hydrants are flowing therel" 
His eyes seemed to blaze, as he spoke, and his 
person to dilate. He was diminutive ; very ^^t ; 
but he was wonderfully vital; his httle figure pos- 
sessed extraordinary dignity; and even the slight- 
est conscious sense of the splendor of power and 
of action seemed to awaken in him an indomitable 
spirit of emulative sympathy and creative wilL 
One of his class-mates at Harvard, tiiat fine, 
erratic genius Charles T. Congdon, — ^many years 
afterward one of my colleagues and friends, — 
told me that Holmes, even in his college days, 
was remarkable for many pectdiarities, and was 
especially remarkable for the impressive stateli- 
ness of his demeanor on ceremonial occasions, — a 
natural stateliness, from which physical exility 
could not detract. Humorist he was, from the 
jfirst, possessing a faculty of himior more 
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sprightly tlian that of Addison, but, like that of 
Addison, underlaid with noble pride of intellect, 
purity of heart, and a profoundly reverential 
spirit. His last word to me was one of blessing, 
vAoeof the remembrance has cheered me in many 
a dark hour and taught patience in many a mo- 
ment of trial: so that, — ^remembering his ex- 
ample for so many years chnisfaed, and his pCT- 
sonal kindness, that only ceased with life, — I am 
moved to re-echo the prayerful apostrophe with 
idiidi Tidxll adjured the shade of Addison, in 
one of the most beautiful elegies in our language: 

Oh, if sometitnss thy Bpotless form descend, 
To me thine aid, then goftrdisn genius, lend ; 
When rsge misgnides me, or when feara alann. 
When pun distresses, or when pleaBnres ehumt 
In silent wbisperiogs purer thoughts impart. 
And torn firms ill a frail and feeble heart. 
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central hUl, among the multitudmous graxes of 
Mount Auburn cemetery. 

Almost! immediately llien, — ^thou^ not till 
after a moment of musing, — ^he reverted to in- 
quiry about my pursuits and labors in the great 
city. "Ah I" he exclaimed; "New York is a won- 
derful place! The hydrants are flowing Hierer' 
His ^es seemed to blaze, as he spoke, and his 
person to dilate. He was diminutive ; very slight ; 
but he was wonderfully vital ; his little figure pos-' 
sessed extraordinary dignity; and even the slight- 
est conscious sense of the splendor of jrawer and 
of action seemed to awaken in him an ind(HnitabIe 
spirit of emulative sympathy and creative will. 
One of his class-mates at Harvard, that fine, 
erratic genius Charles T. Congdon, — many years 
afterward one of my colleagues and friends, — 
told me that Holmes, even in his college days, 
was remarkable for many peculiarities, and was 
especially remarkable for the impressive statdi- 
ness of his demeanor on cerononial occasions, — « 
natural stateliness, from whidi physical exility 
could not detract. Humoiist he was, from the 
{first, possessing a faculty of humor more 
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sprightly tfion that of Addison, but, lite that of 
Addison, underlaid with noble pride of intellect, 
puri^ of heart, and a profoundly reverential 
spirit Hia last word to me was one of blessing, 
whereof the remembrance has cheered me in many 
a dark hour and taught patience in many a mo- 
ment of trial: so that, — ronembering his ex- 
ample, for so many years cherished, and his per- 
sonal kindness, that only ceased with life, — I am 
moved to re-edio the prayerful apostrophe with 
whidi Tickell adjured the shade of Addison, in 
one of the most beautiful elegies in our language: 

Oh, if sometimes thy spotlesB form descend, 
To me thine ud, tbon goardiAn genins, lead; 
When rage misgnides me, or when fears alarm, 
When pain distresses, or when pleasures ehann, 
lo silent whiqwrings purer tboo^ts impart. 
And torn from ill a frail and feeble heart 



THOMAS BAILET ALDEICH: 

In one of the lyrics of Aldrich there is a 
thought that must hare come to thousands of 
persons, but that only he has expressed. The 
poet is waiting for his wife, — as she "sets the 
' white rose in her hair," — and they are to drive to 
a festival: and suddenly, amid the suggested sur- 
roundings of happiness, the prescience of death 
comes upon him: 

I vonder what day of the week, 
I wonder what month of the yeui 

WUI it be midnight or moming; 
And who will bend over my bier. 

The day of liie week was to be Tuesday. The 
month of the year was to be March. He died 
on Tuesday, March 19, 1907, at half-past five 
in the afternoon. "In spite of all I am going to 
sleep," he said: "put out the lights." He had 
lived a little more than seventy years. During 
the last fifty-two of those years I had the priv- 
ilege of his f riend^p, and, altbough our path- 
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ways were different, and we could not often 
meet, the affection between us, that began in our 
youth, never changed. We were horn in the 
same year, 1886; he in November, I in July. 
We entered on the literary life in the same 
year, 1854, when his first book was published, in 
New York, and my first book was published, in 
Boston: and from that time till the last our greet- 
ings were exchanged across the distance, and 
there never was a cloud between us. In sending 
to me the complete edition of his works, — there 
are eight volimies, — he wrote this inscription: 

Redman Form, Ponkapog', Uasa., 

November 6, 1697. 
To William Winter. 

Bear Will: I set yonr name and mine here, in happy 
memory of a friendship dating from onr boyhood. 

Thoicas Bailxt Aijwioh. 

An old man, I think, may be glad and proud 
of sudi a friendship. Time, care, and trouble 
tend to deaden the emotions. Affection does not 
often last for more than half a century. Our ac- 
quaintan(% began in almost a romantic way. It 
happened that in 1854 a part of my employment 
was the occasional writing of miscellaneous 
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artides, — ^book notices, etc., — for "The Boston 
Transcript" That paper, — less important and 
less opulent than it is now, but always a favorite 
in Boston, — ^was then edited by Daniel X. 
Haskell, a kindly, somewhat eccentric man, who 
had abandoned mercantile business in order to 
adopt the pursuit of journalism, who knew Bos- 
ton society well, and who possessed the skill to 
please mediocrity without disturbing it by any 
obtrusion of superfluous intellect. I recall a 
remai^ of his that was happDy characteristic of 
him, and that it has often been a comfort to re- 
member. "There are many people in this town, 
Willy," he said, "who think that you and I are 
fools; but as long as we know that we are not, 
it makes no difference to us." He had taken a 
fancy to me, as the phrase goes, and he was will- 
ing to encourage my aspirations as a writer. His 
custom was to give to me some of the volumes, 
particularly those of verse, that came to his paper, 
for review, and one day he gave me a book called 
"Poans, By T. B. A." I read it with pleasure 
and reviewed it with praise. The author of it 
was Aldrich, then residing in New York. "The 
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Transcript" containing my little tritute speedily 
found its way to him, and immediately he re- 
sponded hy publishing, in' the New York 'THome 
Journal," a poem dedicated to "W. W." Then, 
of course, I wrote a letter to him, and thereafter 
.we had a correspondence lasting several months, 
in the course of whidi we explained ourselves to 
each other, in that strain of ardent, overflowing 
sentiment wtudi is possible only when life is 
young, and hearts are fresh, and all the world 
seems beautiful with hope. One day in 1855, at 
twilight, I happened to be in the editorial sanctum 
of "The Transcript" (the building was then in 
Congress Street), waiting for Hsskell to finish 
hb labors, as he had asked me to dine with him, 
St the old Revere House, — a stately hotel then, 
where be had long been resident. The chair 
in which I was sitting was one that could be re- 
volved. Haskell was writing, by a dim light A 
young man came into the room and addressed 
him, saying "My name is Aldrich." 'Before he 
could say another word Haskell seized my chair, 
whirled it around so that I could face tbe visitor, 
and said "This is William Winter." That was 
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our meeting, and a very sweet and gracious meet- 
ing it was. We presently repaired to the Revere 
House, where the occasion was celebrated, and 
Aldrich and I became Tom and Will to each 
other; and so we remained, to the end of the 
chapter. 

In the season of 1859-'60 I left Boston and 
found a residence in New York. The nation, at 
that time, was trembling on the verge of Civil 
War. New York was seething with indescribable 
excitement, and a fever of expectancy was every- 
where visible. There were not many theatres in 
operation at that time, but there were many 
"dives." Newspapers were less numerous than 
they are now, and less wealthy, and the aspect of 
them was that of singular contrast. Horace 
Greeley's "Tribune," devoted to Anti-Slavery, was 
published in a low, conmion building, at the cor- 
ner of Nassau and Spruce streets, — ^where its 
palace now stands. Rushmore G. Horton's "Day 
Book," devoted to Pro-Slavery, was published in 
a building close by. "The World," started in 
1860, was a religious newspaper, specify devoted 
to the saving of souls. "The Home Journal" was 
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a conspicuous literary authority of the hour, con- 
ducted by the two bards, Nathaniel P. Willis and 
George F. Morris. Major Noah's consnratiTe 
"Sunday Times" was in existence. Free Ma- 
sonry had an organ called "The Dispatdu" 
James and Erastus Brooks were prosperous with 
"The Evening Express." The poet Bryant was 
advocating democracy, in "The Evening Fost" 
The elder Bennett led th« field of news with "The 
Herald." The sheet that most attracted me was 
a paper called "The Saturday Press," published 
in Spruce Street, where also Charles F. Briggs, 
— "Harry Franco" being his pen name, — ^was 
publishing "The Cornier," a weekly sheet in 
which Augustin Daly, about the same time, be- 
gan his career as a writer. "The Saturday Press" 
had been started in 1858, by Henry Clapp 
and Edward Rowland, and, for a little while, 
Aldrich was associated with Clapp, in the writing 
of it. I had already contributed verses to that 
paper, — among others the poem of "Orgia," — and 
presently Clapp employed me as a reviewer and 
sub-editor, and so b^an my Bohemian life: im- 
pecunious, but interesting; impoveriidied, but de- 
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lightful; Huidoied with labor and banJship, but 
careless and happy, — ^happier than any kind of 
life has been since or will be again. No literury 
circle comparable with the Bohemian group of 
that period, in ardor of genius, vwriety of char- 
acter, and singularity of achievement, has since 
existed in New York, nor has any group of writ- 
ers anywhere existent in our country heen so 
ignorantly and grossly nusrepresented and ma- 
ligned. I glance at that period now only because 
the figure of Aldrich momentarily appears in it. 
He was at that time dwelling in the abode of his 
micle, a portly merchant, named Frost, at No. 
105. now 88, West Eighth Street, immediately 
opposite to the northern end of Macdougal Street. 
That abode, it is interesting to remonber, was, at 
a later time, bought 1^ Douglas Taylor, that able 
and genial theatrical recorder and antiguarian, 
who dwelt in it for eight years, and by whom it is 
still owned (1909). The house is now occupied by 
tradesmen, and its aspect, like that of its neigh- 
borhood, is changed; but it will long possess an 
interest for the literary pilgrim, because there 
Aldrich wrote, among many other tilings, the 
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poem of "Babie Bell," which has had a worM- 
wide drculation ; the beautiful poem of "The Un- 
forgiven"; and the first draft of his "Judith," 
long afterward wrought into a play; and there, as 
a passing guest, that brilliant Iiishman, Fitz- 
James O'Brien, wrote the story of "What Was 
It?" A time arrived when Tom grew weary of 
Bohemia, and I remember we had a serious talk 
about it. ""Do you mean," he asked me, "to cast 
in your lot permanently with those writers? Do 
you intend to remain with them?" I answered 
yes. He then told me of his purpose to leave 
New York, as eventually he did, establishing 
his residence in Boston, where, hy and by, be 
became editor of "Every Saturday" and later of 
"The Atlantic Monthly," and where he had hb 
career, in constantly increasing prosperity and 
universal respect There he was happily married; 
there his twin sons were bom (R, H. Stoddard, 
after that, jocosely mindful of his initials, T. B., 
called him "Two-Baby Aldrich") ; and there he 
died, in the fulness of his literary fame. No 
sweeter lyrical poet has appeuvd in America. His 
touch was as delicate as that of Herrick, whom 
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he loved but did not imitate, and his thanes are 
often kindred with those of that rare spirit, — 
the Ariel of sentiment, fancy, and poetic \rfiim. 
In my Bohemian days it was my fortune — or 
misfortune, as the ease may be— to meet often 
and to know well the American bard Walt Whit- 
man. It is scarcely necessary to say that he did 
not impress me as anything other than what he 
was, a commonplace, uncouth, and sometimes ob- 
noxiously coarse writer, trying to be origimtl by 
using a formless style, and celebrating the prole- 
tarians who make the world almost iminhabitable 
by their vulgarity. With reference to me Walt's 
views were expressed in a sentence tiiat, doubt- 
less, he intended as the perfection of contemptu- 
ous indifference. "Willy," he said, "is a young 
LcHigfellow." But I remember one moment 
when he contrived to inspire Aldrich with a per- 
manent aversion. The company was numerous, 
and the talk was about poetry. "Yes, Tom," 
said the inspired Whitman, "I like your tinkle*: 
I like them very well." Nothing could have de- 
noted more distinctly both complacent egotism 
and ill-breeding. Tom, I think, never forgot 
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that incident. This is one of the "tinkles," — 
written long afterward, — defining the Poet: 

Kinga and QoeeiiB 
Are f aeile accidents of Fame and Chance. 
Chance sets them on the heights, they elimb'd not therel 
Bat he vho, from the darkling maas of men, 
Is, on the wing of heavenly thought, apbome 
To finer ether, and beoomee a Toiee 
For all the voieeless, Ood anointed him: 
His name shall be a star, his grave s ahrino. 

In those Bohemian days I partidpated in 
various talks with Walt Whitman, and once I 
asked him to ohlige me with his definitim of "the 
Poet." His answer was: "A poet is a Maker." 

"But, Walt," I said, "what does he make?" 

He gazed upon me for a moment, with tliat 
bovine air of omniscience for which he ^ras re- 
markable, and then he said: "He makes Poems." 

That reply was deemed finaL I took the lib- 
er^, all the same, of suggesting to him that no 
person, poet or otherwise, can do more than dis- 
close and interpret what God has made; — seeing 
that everything in Nature existed, — even the 
most minute and delicate impulses of the spirit 
that is in humanity, — ^before ever man began to 
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make poems about anything. The words of the 
poet occasionally take a form that is inevitable, — 
seeming to have been intended from the b^in- 
ning of the world: there are examples of that 
felicity of form in Shakespeare, in WordsworUi, 
in Byron's "Childe Harold," and in Shelley's 
"Adonais"; but the word "creative" has been, and 
continually is, too freely used. Nature is cre- 
ative, and the Poet is the voice of Nature. It 
was a raucous voice when it issued from Whit- 
man: it pipes, like a penny whistle, when it issues 
from his paltry imitators. 

In OTie of his earlier letters to me, written be- 
fore we met, Tom gave me a brief account of his 
life. I had asked for it, and the story is so 
fraught with characteristic touches that I find it 
as deli^tful now as I found it then. Thus he 
wrote to me, July 26, 1855: 

I UM the oomplfltion of my eighteenth jmr November U, 
1864. I was bom at Portsmouth, and hsTc spent only one- 
flftfa of my life in that beaatifnl town. I conld boast of a 
long line of ancestors, but won 't. They are of no possible 
benefit to me, save it is pleasant to think that none of 
them were hanged for oriminals or sbot for trutora, but 
that many of them are sleeping somewhere near Bunker 
SIL I oome in a stisight line from President Adams, and 
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make poems about anything. The wortls of the 
poet occasionfdiy take a form that is inevitable, — 
seeming to have been intended from the begin- 
ning of the world: there are examples of that 
felicity of form in Shakespeare, in Wordsworth, 
in Byron's "Childe Harold," and in Shelley's 
"Adonais"; but the word "CTeative" has been, and 
continually is, too freely used. Nature is cre- 
ative, and the Poet is the voice of Nature. It 
was a raucous voice wh«a it issued from Whit- 
man: it pipes, like a penny \diistle, when it issues 
from his paltry imitators. 

In one of his earlier letters to me, written be- 
fore we met, Tom gave me a brief account of his 
life. I had asked for it, and the story is so 
fraught witit cbaxacteristic touches that I find it 
as delightfiil now as I found it tiien. Thus he 
wrote to me, July 25, 1855: 

I mw the oompletion of mj dgfateenth Teair November 11, 
1854. I was bom at Portsmouth, and have spent only one- 
fifth of my life in that beantiful town. I could boast of a 
long line of anoestors, but won't. They are of no possible 
benefit to me, save it is pleasant to think that none of 
them were hanged for eriminals or ^ot for traitors, but 
that many of them are sleeping somewhere near Banker 
SIL I eome in a Btraigbt line from Preadent Adams, and 
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hU son mentions oe in his "book of the Adams family." 
Boing onl; three mont&s of age when Ur. Adams pnt ma in 
his book, he neglected to mention my gift of rhyme, whiefa 
was very shabby in him. My genealogical tree, yon will 
observe, grew up some time after the Flood, with other 
Tegetation. I will spare myself, this wann day, the ex«r* 
eiae of climbing np its dead branches, and come down to 
one of the lower "sprigs," bnt by no means "the last leaf 
upon the tree." My early life was spent in travel. I bars 
been in every State in the Union. My father was a mer- 
chant at the Soath and I lived in New Orleans five years. 
Some six yean ago my parents sent me " North," to 
be edncated. While at school at Portsmoath my father 
died, and my mother returned to Portsmonth. Two years 
since my uncle, an eminent New York merchant, offered me 
a place in his counting-room, which I accepted and have since 
occupied. I am one of his family and he has been to ma s 
brother and a father. I enjoy the lofty and richer pleasures 
of life keenly, and the love of beauty, in every form, has 
become a part of my sonl. I value money only becanse it 
buys books. I have neither brother nor sister, I am an 
only child, but not a spoilt one, and do not expect to be 
unless yoQ spoU me, and make me vain, by loving me too 
much. Such is he who signs himself, in the bonds of friend- 
«hip, T. B. A. 

In another of those early letters he told me of 
his reverence for the poet I^ongfellow, whom he 
had not met but about whom I had written to 
him, and he described, in a way that is especially 
interesting uid touching, the awakening in 
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his soul of the poetic faculty, then dormant, which 
was destined to make him one of the sweetest 
voices of the human heart that our time has heard : 

Yon speak warmlj in pTuse of your poet friend. I join 
700 vith my heart, in every word. I think this world 
must be lovelier in Qod's eyes for holding such men as 
Longfellow. ... I will tell you why I like him so much, 
and how I came to write verse. 

One evening, more than five years ago, I was sitting on 
the doorstep of "the old house where I was horn," with 
as heavy a heart as a child ever had. A very dear friend 
had been borne over that threshold a while before, and, aa 
I watched the shadows of the trees opposite grow deeper, 
I longed for her. I missed a hand that used to touch co' 
hair so gently ! I was not fond of reading poetry, though I 
feaated on prose. By chance a volume of poems was in my 
hand: it was the "Voices of the Night." I opened at "The 
Footsteps of Angels." Never before did I feel such a gush 
of emotion. The poem spoke to me like a human voice; and 
from that time I loved Longfellow, and I wrote poetry — 
such as it is. Often since I have heard something rustle near 
me, and I am sure it was not the wind. 

More than half a century has passed since Al- 
dridi wrote those words, and both he and the poet 
whom he loved have entered into their rest. Their 
graves are not far apart, in the beautiful ceme- 
tery of Mount Auburn. It is singular and im- 
pressive to remember that the last poem that fell 
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from the pen of Aldricb was the elegy that com- 
memorates the centenary of Longfellow. 

There is a peculiarly gentle, affectionate spirit 
in my old comrade's early letters to me, and they 
reveal him in a charming light. It would he easy 
to fill pages with rightly selected extracts fnnn 
them, — violating no confidence and wounding no 
sensibiUty of smriving relatives and friends, — all 
tending to show what manner of youth he was, as 
manifested in words that came directly f rcnn his 
heart, and that never have be«i seen by any eyes 
but mine. His published writings exhibit his soul, 
as the writings of a poet always do. As to the 
writing of letters: in after years, like the rest of 
us, he acquired what we call "worldly wisdom," 
and he restrained his feelings; but he never lost 
them. The child was father to the man; and the 
man, to the end of his days, was the apostle of 
beauty and the incarnation of kindness. His 
character rested upon a basis of prudence, and 
in the conduct of life he was conventionaL There 
was nothing in his nature of the stormy petrel. 
Hard experience, — ^bitter, heart-breaking conflict 
with adverse circumstances, — would, probably. 
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hare repressed his genius and defeated his ambi- 
tion. He never was subjected to it. Of all his 
early troubles he told me, and no one of them was 
imusual or severe. In the spring of 1856, I re- 
member, he left mercantile onployment, whidi 
to him must have been a farce, and beciune sub- 
editor of "The Home Journal." "I had no idea 
of what work is" (so he wrote to me), "till I be- 
came 'sub.' I have found that reading proof 
and writing articles on uninteresting subjefrts, 'at 
sight,' is no joke. The cry for 'more copy' rings 
through my ears in dreams, and hosts of little 
phantom printers' devils walk over my body 
all night and prick me with sharp-pointed types I 
Last evening I fell asleep in my arm-chair and 
dreamed that they were about to put me 'to 
press,' as I iised to crush flies between the leaves 
of my speller, in school-boy days." Such an ex- 
perience was mere child's play in contrast with 
the habitual experience of the journalist of later 
yew«. Good fortune always attended Tom Al- 
drich. The death of one of his sons was the only 
cruel blow of afi9iction that ever fell upon him, 
«id he never recovered from it. His writings 
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reveal a mind tiiat had the privilege of brooding 
over its conceptions till it found the best means 
of expressing them. S<Hne of his short stories 
are exquisite in their felicitous finished utterance 
of his fancy, sentiment, and humor. His essay 
on Herrick is one of the most acute, searching, 
truthfully pcnnted, and lightly and rightly 
phrased pieces of critidsm that have been written. 
His poetry is supreme in the element of grace, 
and he maintained precisely the right attitude 
toward it and toward criticism of it — as shown 
in his bantering little quatrain of " Quits " : 

If m; best wines mialike thy taste, 
And my best service win thy frown, 

Then tarty not, I bid thee haste; 
There's many another Inn in townt 

Those lines aptly indicate his characteristic 
attribute of playful humor. He possessed a 
happy faculty of quick rejoinder and quizzical 
remark. One day, in I^ondon, I remember, we 
went to the grave of the poet Goldsmith and 
visited the Temple church, in whidi there is an 
organ, said to have been given to that place of 
worship by the infamous Judge Jeffreys, in the 
reign of James II. The sexton, who showed the 
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church, expatiated to us upon its contents, taking 
many liberties with English history and the letter 
"h," and dwelt especially upon its age. "That 
Aorgan," he said, " 'as been 'ere as much as five 
'undred years." "Well," said Tom, "then I sup- 
pose it could play 'Old Hundred' all by itself," 
One night, aboard the steamship " Servia," he 
and Lawrence Barrett and I were pleasantly occu- 
pied, on the upper deck, discussing Shakespeare, 
and I remember that he drove Barrett nearly 
crazy by his playful, but apparently serious, dis- 
section of Macbeth's soliloquy, beginning "If it 
were done when 'tis done." "How could a naked, 
new bom babe stride a blast, or stride anything 
else?" was, I recall, one of the queries that he 
solemnly proposed to the earnest tragedian, who, 
for a long time, took the subject very much to 
heart, — as indeed his custom invariably was when 
talking about Shakespeare. It is possible only 
to indicate in words, it is not possible to express, 
the furtive archness, the demure manner, the 
nimble spirit with which Aldridi could, and often 
did, converse with serious persons. On that same 
" Servia " voyage a notice was posted in the gang- 
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way, of the loss of "a petrified eye." It had not 
been there long before Tom, eluding official vigi- 
lance as to such matters, managed to post a notice 
along side of it of his loss of a novel called 
"Anne," upon which, his placard said, "the owner 
would like to cast his petrified eye." Trifies: but 
it was his way to make trifles droll, and, while at 
heart he was earnest and thoughtful, on the sur- 
face it pleased him to be gravely gay; and he 
went through life diffusing sunshine all around 
his path. 

Once, in Paris, he invited Mark Twain to take 
a stroll, saying that he had something to show 
to him, very interesting and worthy of spedal 
attention. The "stroll" proved to be a walk of 
about a mile, round and round, alcmg contiguous 
streets, ending at a book-store, near to the hotel, 
in the Rue St. Honor6, from which the pedes- 
trians had started. One of the books displayed 
in the window was a copy of the Foems of 
Aldrich. "I have asked this shop-keeper," said 
Tom, "if he has any more of the works of Aldrich, 
and he says No ; so you see the sale has been very 
large — for this is the only copy left; but he says 
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he has sereral shelves full of the works of Mark 
Twain, and more of them in the basement. I'm 
afraid you Bxe not appreciated in France." The 
sale of Twain's book had, actually, of course, been 
very large. 

Once at a dinner in honor of Lord Houghton 
(the poet, Richard Monckton Milnes, whose 
"Poems of Many Years" include some of the 
loveliest things in our hterature) , Aldricb 
chanced to be seated beside the chief guest, and 
presently he observed that Houghton had mislaid 
his napkin and was vainly looking for it The 
napkin had, in fact, fallen to the floor. Tom 
kindly picked it up and restored it to the noble 
bard, quoting as he did so two lines from one of 
his lordship's poems: 

A man's beet things are nearest him — 
Lie close about hia feet 

The place of Aldrich in American Literature 
will be determined by posterity. There can be 
no doubt that his works will live. The poems that 
he wrote when under the influence of the genius 
of Tennyson are echoes of the style of that great 
poet, — ^the master as well of blank verse as of the 
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Ijric form, — and, probaUy, tiiey will be remem- 
bered and esteemed as chiefly edioes. The 
poems, meantime, that bear the authoitic signet 
of his mind are original, individual, characteristie, 
and of permanent value. The attributes of them 
are loveliness of sentiment, tenderness of feeling, 
a fine, rippling play of subtle suggestion, a 
dream-like atmosphere, pensive sweetness, and 
delidous spontaneity of verbal grace. In youth 
fais mind was attracted by Oriental themes, such as 
Moore would have fancied; but in manhood his 
Muse preferred graver subjects, and often, 
even b^ieath the guise of playful whim, he 
touched the springs of patiios and spoke from 
the heart At no time did he become didactic 
His poetic aenae, in that respect, was unerring. 
He knew that poetry should not aim to teadi, 
but should glide through the mind as sunbeams 
glide through the air. Once, in a talk with me 
about Oliver Wendell Holmes (ahvaj^, in my 
thoughts, an object of affectionate admiration) , 
he said, half playfully, half in earnest: "In the 
doctor's poetry there is not enough nuionahine" 
By that word be meant the nameless, indefinable 
diarm, the sometiiing that hallows every object 
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in an exquisite landscape or difi\ises a sacred 
atmosphere, half of rapture and half of awe, 
around the beauty of woman. It is my convic- 
tion that his poems, sweet and tender, beauti- 
fully expressive of human affection, — ^which is the 
immortal part of us, — and lovely in style, will 
endure as long as anything endures in our lan- 
guage. The view that he took of them, however, 
was far more humble, — as expressed in a letter 
to me, from whidi I make this extract: "I am 
not too confident about the fate of these things, 
in the immediate future. Fashions change in 
literature, and perhaps our cut of poetry will not 
be worn at all, twenty years from now. If it 
isn't, what odds will it make?" 

No odds whatever. The writer who can cheer 
the time in which he lives, who can help the men 
and women of his generation to bear their bur- 
dens patiently and do their duty without wish or 
expectation of reward, has fulfilled his mission. 
Such a writer was Thomas Bailey Aldrich. As 
I think of him I am encouraged to bdieve, more 
devoutly than ever, that the ministry of beauty 
is the most important influence operant upon 
society, and that it never can fail. 
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BAYARD TAYLOR. 

What is Poetry* and what are the faculties 
that constitute a Foet? In the course of a long 
life> devoted to the art of writing, I have talked 
with many authors and have read hundreds of 
books; but I have not obtiuned an explicit, illu- 
minative, decisive answer to those inquiries. The 
critic is ready with his theory; the rhetorical 
treatise is ready with its definition; but neither 
theory nor definition reveals the heart of the 
mystery. The thing that is not Poetry, though 
set forth in verse, is readily recognized, and it 
can be distinctly defined: the magic that irradi- 
diates verse and makes poetry out of prose is felt 
rather than known, and exact spedfication of it 
eludes the dexterity of the grammarian. 

Observation likewise perceives, among even 
expert writers and judges of verse, wide dispari- 
ties of opinion as to the poetic element. John- 
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SOD, who admired Young, could see no poehy 
in Gray. Byron, who admired Pope, could see 
no poetry in Ckiwper. To Macaulay, the 
nightingale was Milton, and, comparatively, 
other singers were wrens. Thackeray, who dis- 
liked Byron, was charmed with Addison's lines on 
the Spacious Firmament, and he found John- 
son's " Ode on the Death of Levett " so poetic as 
to be " sacred." Carlyle despised Lamb, but he 
adored Bums. Coleridge, the worshiper of 
Wordsworth, was contemptuous of Moore. Poe 
behttled Bums and disparaged Longfellow, 
but he perceived divine fire in Mrs. Browning. 
Emerson, usually centred in himself, was able 
to perceive poetry in Walt Whitman. Aldrich, 
the disciple of Herrick, was blind to the intrin- 
sic glamour of Holmes. Great scholars, like- 
wise, exhibit wide diversities of opinion as to 
poetry and poets. Fox, the statesman, for ex- 
ample, who possessed extraordinary scholarship, 
cared not at aU for Wordsworth, esteemed Diy- 
den before Milton, and ranked Homer above 
them aU. 
Among the bards themselves there is, further- 
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more, a perplexing dispariiy of method in the 
invocation of the Muse. Whence is the impulse 
derived? Scott affinned that, while he took no 
pains with his prose, he wrote his verse with 
great care. Syron was accustomed to incite in- 
spiration hy reading a fine passage from srane 
other poet, after which he would write at full 
speed, in a fever heat. Moore found poetic 
stimulant in looking at the sunset. Wordsworth, 
keenly susceptible to every influence of physical 
Nature, walked alone, in the lonely, beautiful 
Cumberland coimtry, composing his verses, often 
speaking them aloud, and conmutting them to 
memory as he composed than. Bums, appar- 
ently the most sweetly natural anger nnce 
Shakespeare (as long ago was said by William 
Pitt), himself testified that the influence that 
most exalted and enraptured him was that of a 
stormy wind howling among the trees and raging 
over the plain, and that whenever he wanted to 
be " more than ordinary in song " he put himself 
" on a regimen of admiring a fine woman." Bich- 
ard Henry Stoddard, — whose " Songs of Sum- 
met " comprise some of the loveliest and some ot. 



156 OLD FRIENDS 

apparently, the most spontaneous Ijnics existent 
in the English language, — told me that sometimes 
be wrote the first draft of a poem in prose, and 
afterward turned it into verse. Edmund Clar- 
ence Stedman, whose poetic achievement made 
bis najne illustrious in American literature, told 
me that it was his custom to select with care the 
particular form of verse that be designed to use, 
and sometimes to invent the rhymes and write 
them at the ends of the lines which they were to 
terminate, — thus making a skeleton of a poem, 
as a ground-work on which to build. To my 
mind it seems that the poet should be like the 
^olian harp, which makes music when its 
strings were swept by the breeze ; but, in the pres- 
ence of so much perplexity of fact and opinion, 
a certain audacity appears to be requisite to de- 
clare that anybody is a poet or that anything is 
poetry. 

Years ago I had the pleasure of friendly inter- 
course with one man of letters who possessed, in 
ample measure, that particular form of intrepid- 
ity. That man was the Rev. William Roimse- 
ville Alger, at one time a popular preacher in 



BAYARD TAYLOR 157 

Boston, and famous for his impassioned elo- 
quence. Alger will be remonbered as the hiog^ 
lapher (1877) of the tragedian Edwin Forrest, 
and also because of the service that he did to 
literature by composing, or translating, or para- 
phrasing a condderable number of Oriental 
poems, valuable alike for their meaning and their 
melody. He was a man of acute and copious 
sensibilily, of a feminine temperament, quickly 
and keenly appreciative, and easily moved to 
tears. No poet could have wished for a more re- 
ceptive, responsive auditor. The x>oetic element 
that especially he recognized and loved was feel- 
ing, and that elonent he found in the poetry of 
Bayard Taylor, whom he ranked, and did not 
hesitate to designate, in several conversations 
with me, as the " foremost and best of American 
poets." 

I never had the opportunity of mentioning that 
opinion to Bayard Taylor, — a fact which I deeply 
regret; for the knowledge of it would hare been 
a great satisfaction to him. Taylor was a rapid, 
discuruve, volimunous writer: few American 
authors hare written so much and in such ruious 
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departments of literature: but, of aU bis writing, 
tbat wbich he cbiefly valued, — that in compar- 
ison with wbich the rest, in his esteem, was ac- 
counted nothing, — was bis poetry. On that sub- 
ject be often spoke and wrote to me, and always 
with the candor that was eminently character- 
istic of his ingenuous, simple nature; — ^for, with 
great practical knowledge of the world. Bayard 
Taylor was simplicity itself. I recall a remark 
of bis to me that seemed to reveal, in a fla^ bis 
whole nature: " What a lovely day this isl " he 
said; "I'm going home to write poetry!" As 
be spoke he was the personification of exultant 
happiness. 

Taylor's rank as a poet will be detemuned 
after another generation of readers has arisen, — 
when be is no longer remembered as, specifically, 
a traveller and a journalist; and tbat rank will 
be high. He was, distinctively, a poet, but, 
under the pressure of necessity, he delved in so 
many lines of literary labor tbat bis miscellaneous 
publicity obscured him in the vision of his own 
period. It has taken America some time to 
learn fully the exceptional value and abiding 
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charm of such noble verse as that of William 
Cullen Bryant and such exquisite prose as that 
of Donald Grant Mitchell, and to realize that 
it possessed, in Fitz-Greene Halleck, one of the 
strongest, sweetest poets that have swept the 
harp-strings of the human heart. Time will do 
justice to the fine poetic genius of Bayard 
Taylor, 

Good fortune attended Taylor's career 
'(1825-'78), but the full recognition that he mer- 
ited was not accorded till after his death; and 
possibly it would not have been accorded tlien 
but for the indubitable success of his magnificent 
metrical version of " Faust." It is the conven- 
tional opinion that a writer who succeeds in one 
thing must, necessarily, fail in others. Taylor's 
conceded renown, with tihe midtitude, was that of 
a traveller and a lecturer on traveL The fact 
that he was novelist, dramatist, and, — above all 
else, — ^poet, was unappredated, and sometimes 
even unknown. A humorous incident, related to 
me by him, illustrates this ludicrous truth. 

" I had delivered a lecture in one of our rural 
towns," — so sud my old friend, — " and several 
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of my auditors were accosting me with expres- 
^ons of their satisfaction. One person, in par- 
ticular, was effusively eager, — saying ' I am de- 
lighted, Mr. Taylor, to make your acqualntanw. 
I have read everything that you have ever writ- 
ten, and I have greatly enjoyed it all.' This 
was pleasant to hear, and, as he grasped my hand 
with evident friendship, I responded with a re- 
quest for his opinion of my poetry. A look 
of overwhelming astonishment and perplexity 
came into his face. 'Your Poetry?* he ex- 
claimed; "have you ever written any Poetry?' 
This, I need not tell you, satisfied my curiosity." 
The hiuuor of that incident was not lost upon 
the poet. Indeed, a sense of humor was one of 
Taylor's most propitious and most charming at- 
tributes, and with him, as with all other persons 
who possess that blesnng, it served as a shield 
against petty troubles and as a cordial stimulant 
to philosophical views of life. He was like a 
boy, also, in his love of fun. I remember the 
glee with which he told me of a personal expe- 
rience at the home of that austere philosopher 
and preceptor, the Rev. Horace Mann, — a cler^ 
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gyman, orator, and reformer, at one time very 
prominent in New England life, — lunong whose 
several enthusiastic propensities of culture was 
a fanatical devotion to the use, external and in- 
ternal, of cold water. " Eveiy morning the year 
round," said Taylor, "he immersed himself in 
it; he drank nothing else; and he seemed to ex- 
pect his guests to follow his example. I had de- 
livered a lecture in his town, and I was kindly 
entertained at his home. It was mid-winter and 
bitterly cold. I found in my bedroom a huge 
tub of icy water, intended for my morning bath; 
and my host directed my attention to it, with 
strong approval of its utihty. I had a good 
wash, when the morning came, but not in that 
tub I He was left, however, in the ccanforting 
belief that I had taken the plunge. — for I man- 
aged to wet all the towels and to scatter water all 
over the floor. He was an excellent person, and 
it would have been a pity to disappoint him." 

A conspicuous product of Taylor's playful 
humor is the " Echo Club," first published seri- 
ally and afterward (1876) in a book. It incor- 
porates imitations of the styles of many of the 
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writers of verse who were his contonporaries 
and therein'it follows the tradition of the " Re- 
jected Addresses " and is remotely kindred with 
the delicious comicalities of Calverley. Advert- 
ing to those squibs, which are, in fact, parodies, 
he sent this message to me, from Gotha> October 
6, 1872: 

Hy Dear Winteb: 

I recognize jronr hand in the addreaa of two packages of 
papers which I have received during the last we^ or two. 
I was very glad to get them, especially the daily Tribunes, 
which have bo much more of New York and of the Trib. 
office about them than has the semi-wedcly, which I get 
r^ularly. I hope you will as kindly remember my needs, 
every now and lli^i. . . . 

All the papers were welcome, I aasiire you, and even the 
flight of your imforgeable MS. was refreshing to mine eyes. 
Uoreover here wea evidence that yon have already forgiven 
ne for my abominable effort at imitating some of your best 
poems, making comic the very qualities in them which I 
most enjoy. I may congratulate myself, I think, on having 
finished the series of travesties without having (so far as I 
know) given lasting offence to any of the victims. Yet, 
stay I — ^I almost doubt of being pardoned by Urs. Howe. It 
was a perilous undertaking, just at present, and I might 
easily have bad worse luc^. . . . 

I am now rejoicing in a general freshness of mind and 
body, the result of laziness, Alpine air, baths and drinking 
disagreeable waters. I only perceive now, l^ the contrast 
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witli m7 oondition six months ago, how mach I needed the 
treatment. One can't alwars tell when one's barometer is 
low. Hine has risen so much that I have begun to reliere 
iDTaelf of a poetic idea which has been plaguing me for five 
or six years. I have only SOO lines written, and I foresee tliat 
it will run to 8,000. But I am also doing hack woA for 
Scribners, in the hope of pnichasing the right to nse my; 
own time in my own way. 

We spent Angust at the baths of Botmio, in the Italian 
Alps, then went to Gomo and the otiier lakes, and over the 
Bimplon to Lausanne, where we stayed a fortni^t with my 
sister. Z ran down to Qenera, the last day of the Arbitra- 
tion. Balph Eeeler and J. R. Young were there, and we 
had a wonderful breakfast. We reached here just ten dayrf 
ago, and here we stay until the end of the year. Tou see 
the absence has not been eventful thus far. I am slowly 
collecting material for Goethe's life, and am delisted with 
its richness and interest. But it will take time to digeet 

such a wiaiuL 

Now what are you all about in New York I In the Trib. 
office you mnst be a set of howling dervishes until this furi- 
ous campaign is over. I count the days, for although I am 
out of the vortex, some of its unrest reaches me even here. 

I have a strange fancy that something has happened to 
Stoddard, or Elizabeth, or Lorry. It came upon me the day 
we reached here, and when I spoke of it to my wife I was 
startled to find that she had the same impression. As some of 
my presentiments have come true, this worries me, and I 
pray that it is a mere freak of the imapnation. I shall be 
<mly too ^d to be laughed at. 

I think m inclose a note to Stedman in this, as Fm not 
certain of his present address, and youll probaUy know it. 
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Do write to me when you have time, and give me all the 
goBBip, literary or otherwise. I don't expect to hear from 
any one else in the -Trib. until after November 8. Give my 
love to all iha good fellows. Hy wife Joins me in best 
regftrds to yours. How I wiah you could step into this 
quaint old room, with its view of the stormy eky and the far 
mountains I Well — when we return — as I hope the Lord 
will let UH — there shall be amends for much absence. Mean- 
time don't forget 

Tour faithful friend, 

Bayasd TAn.OB. 

Several of the travesties mentioned in this let- 
ter are notably felicitous, and all of them are 
amusing. An imitation that he wrote of Long- 
fellow was not printed, as he feared, needlessly, 
that Longfellow would be hurt by it and would 
take offence. It is a parody on " The Psalm of 
Life," and it gives the reverie of a pensive moral- 
ist, in a farm-yard. Taylor, In his mood of boy- 
ish frolic, once repeated it to me. This is the 
first stanza: 

O'er the fragile rampart leaning. 

Which enclosed the herd of swine. 
Thoughts of vast and wondrous meanioff 

Flitted through this brain of mine. 

And then the philosophic bard, observing the self- 
ish conduct of the porkers, — ^how the larger ones 
contend for place at the trough, and bow the 
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Bmaller ones are pu^ed off and trodden down, — 
perceives an obTious analogy to the conduct of 
human beings, and melodiously sets forth that 
thus it is in human life. 

Taylor's finest poem, in sublimity of theme, 
grandeur of conception, and spontaneity of 
rh}^hmical eloquence, is " The Masque of the 
Gods." The cherished copy of it that he sent to 
roe is inscribed: " To William Winter, from his 
old friend Bayard Taylor. New York, May 80, 
1872." The words that he provides for Apollo 
to speak express himself: 

Mine the simpler taak 
To build one bridge that reaohee to the aky. 
To teach one truth that brings eternal joy. 
And from the imperfect world the promise wrest 
Of one perfection. If than this Man needs 
A broader hope, a loftier longing, yet 
This he must have ; bereft of it he dies. 
He cannot feed on cold, ascetic dreams. 
And mutilate the beaut; of the world 
For something far and shapeless : he must give 
His eyes the form of what in him aspiree. 
His ears the sound of that diviner speech 
He pines to speak, his soul the proud content 
Of having touched the skirtB of perfect things. 

In special reference to this poem, Taylor wrote 
to me a diaracteristic letter, eloquent equally of 
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he had prtHuised to be present and to deUver a 
poem. At that time Taylor and I were ndgh- 
boTs, dwelling in houses almost opposite each 
other, in East Eighteenth Street, New York, 
and, as we were also colleagues in " The New 
York Tribune," our meetings were frequent; 
and when we did not meet we sometimes ex- 
changed notes. 

On April 7 he wrote to me: " I have at last 
hung a string into my dissolved conceptions, and 
the alum of the Ode is slowly beginning to crys- 
tallize upon it." The formidable occasion was 
then distant less than three months, and now he 
began to consider that he might not be able to 
produce two poems, of a patriotic character, re- 
sponsive to the reqmrements of two occasions 
occurring so closely together, and he asked me 
to Felieve him of one of those engagements. 
This I agreed to do, and the result was that the 
Society of the Aimy of the Potomac invited me 
to be its poet in that jubilee year, and Taylor 
was left free to concentrate his thoughts upon the 
magnificent Ode, with which, on the Fourth of 
July, standing in front of Independence Hall, he 
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electrified a vast multitude and gained for faim- 
self a laurel that never can fade: for there is no 
other poem that so fully and so eloquently ex- 
presses the central thought of American dvili- 
zation and the passionate enthusiasm for liberty 
by which that civilization is jwimeated and sus- 
tfdned. 

Taylor's memory of the Centennial Celebra- 
tion, and of his own brilliant achievement, was 
expressed to me, in the following letter, written 
three days after the delivery of the Ode: 

142 East 18th Stbbet, H. Y., July 7, 1876. 
Uy Dbah Winteb: 

I found your whole-hearted note of congntaktion at the 
office this morning. It is one of five already reoeired, and all 
of the same cheering strain. Yon don't know — but, jea, yov 
do I — how comforting and encouraging is such recognition. 

As for mjaelf, I don't know how it was, nor can I yet 
understand, — but I did what I never aaw done before, and 
certainly shall never do again : thoosanda of ccnmnon people 
were dlcnoed, ibeu moved, then kindled into a flame, bg 
Poetritl It was this grand instinctiTO feeling of the ihom 
which amaaed me most 

I must tell yon all about it when we meet: I cannot now. 
I am suffering the natural reaction oftsr such an immeuso 
nervous tension. But let spite and disparagement do their 
worstl They can't take away from me the menuny of that 
half -hour I 
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his affectionate heart and his wonderfully enthu- 
siastic spirit: 

iBTDia Honai, N. Y., iisy 26, 1878. 
Ht deab, true Wditek: 

... I hope you'll like tlie Masque, for it is certainly 
the beet thine Pre yet done. The fact of your lildng Iris 
ooDTincee me that you wilL I feel that I am only iuet now 
getting command of my true speech in poetry. I have al- 
ways bad faith in the Art of Song, a faith as intense as that 
of an early Christian martyr. I never look back more than a 
year over my finished work, but always forwaid, and always 
ocGuiv my fancy with the new and half-formed conceptions. 

I think I feel more actual poetic " frenzy " now than ever 
before in my life^ and I can only attribute it to the steady 
drudgery, for years, which now enables me to move fredy in 
all rhythmical shackles, so that the form of poetry is a 
BNVant to the mind, not a master, as at first. 

This, with the equally religious faith that a devotion to 
art, unshaken by the criticism, the whims, or the tastes of 
the day, will surely reward the believer, in the end, is all 
the explanation I can give. The trouble is not with our 
poetical conceptions; we all have them: but we must con- 
quer language and rhythm and forms of tbou^t before we 
can represent thran with the freedom and symmetry of lif& 

Since I have reached this conviction I am happy. The 
Ifasque is a dead failure, at a jntblieation: the sale is only 
about 600 copies: but I do not care one whit I feel that I 
have advanced, and (so far as one can judge of himself) on 
the true path. I will follow it, thou^ I starve^ 

I take a certain amount of mechanical hack work, in order 
to buy the rest of my time for myself, and I mean to use 
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Hut hord-bougfat time to do my own work. If good, it will 
be lecognized, some time: if bad, it oujubt to periah. 

Meantime one miut bave some support and encourage- 
meot, and I hav« enongh in tbe ^ympatb; of a few friends 
and poeta like yourself. Tou are not, and never will be^ b 
failure to me: I find in you the same higher and finer laws of 
Art which I am trying to nuke my own. . . . Bemember 
tiiat Z shall always be, as I am now, moat faithfully and 
afiectionately your friend. 

BaTUD TlTLOK. 

The year 1876 was, in the general mind of 1^ 
American Repuhlic, convalescent after ihe dis- 
ease and anguish of hideous civil war, a year 
of aniity and recondliation. It brou^t the an- 
niTersary of the Declaration of Independency 
and it stimulated, throughout tbe country, a joy- 
ous impulse to exult in the triumph of popular 
government and to celebrate the grovth and 
prosperity of the nation. A jubilee was or^ 
dained, to occur in Philadelphia, on the Fourth 
of July, and Taylor was asked to participate in 
it, as the poet of that national occamon. He 
appreciated the honor and he accepted the duty. 
The Sodety of the Aimy of the Potomac, mean- 
while, had arranged for its annual reunion to be 
held in the same dty, in the month of June, and 
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be had pronused to be present and to deliver a 
poem. At that time Taylor and I were neigh- 
bors, dwelling in houses almost opposite each 
other, in East Eighteenth Street, New York, 
and, as we were also colleagues in " The New 
York Tribune," our meetings were frequent; 
and when we did not meet we sometimes ex- 
changed notes. 

On April 7 he wrote to me; " I have at last 
hung a string into my dissolved conceptions, and 
the alum of the Ode is slowly be^nning to crys- 
tallize upon it." The formidable occasion was 
then distant less than three months, and now he 
began to consider that he might not be able to 
produce two poems, of a patriotic character, re- 
sponsive to the requirements of two occasions 
occiirring so closely together, and he asked me 
to relieve him of one of those engagements. 
This I agreed to do, and the result was that the 
Society of the Army of the Potomac invited me 
to be its poet in that jubilee year, and Taylor 
was left free to concentrate his thoughts upon the 
magnificent Ode, with which, on the Fourth of 
July, standing in front of Independence Hall, he 
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electrified a vast multitude and gained for faim- 
self a laurel that never can fade: for there is no 
other poem that so fully and so eloquently ex- 
presses the central thought of American civili- 
zation and the passionate enthusiasm for liberty 
by which that civilization is permeated and sus- 
tained. 

Taylor's memory of the Centennial Celebra- 
tion, and of bis own brilliant achievement, was 
expressed to me, in tiie following letter, written 
three days after the delivery of the Ode: 

142 East 18th Street, N. Y., July 7, 1876. 
Ut Dkab Winter: 

X Jonnd jo\n whole-hearted note of congnttulation at the 
office this morning. It is one of five already received, and all 
of the some dieering strain. Yon don't know — but, yee, yon 
do) — how comforting and encouraging is such reoognition. 

As for myself, I don't know how it was, nor can I yet 
understand, — ^but I did what I never saw done before, and 
certainly shall never do again : thousands of cmmnos people 
were silenced, then moved, then kindled into a flame, bg 
Poelryl It was this grand instinctive feeling of ih» mau 
which amazed me most. 

I must tell you all about it when we meet: I cannot now. 
I am suffering the natural reaction after such an immense 
nravous tension. But let spite and disparagement do their 
worsti They can't take away from me the tnemoiy of dot 
half -hour t 
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Perhaps I shall see you to-morrow. I am tiied and over- 
worked (having written five leaders and a column of reviews 
this week, besides the Fourth), and can't go up to :rt>u for a 
few days yet . . . 
Thank you, over and over again, dear old fellow I 
Ever yours faithfully, 

Batabd Tatuw. 

Our meeting, which presently occurred, was a 
jovial one, and great was our enjoyment in re- 
counting to each other the incidents of our expe- 
rience as patriotic bards. Taylor's delight in the 
triumphant success of his Ode was almost pa- 
thetic in its childUke ecstasy of happiness. 

N'either of us had any reason for regret. The 
poem that I wrote for the Society of the Army 
of the Potomac and delivered at the Philadelphia 
Academy of Music is called " The Voice of the 
Silen(%," — ^its intention being to indicate the ad- 
monitions that proceed out of the tranquillity of 
Nature, in places, now silent and peaceful, 
that hare been tumultuous and horrible with 
strife, and, inddentaUy, to declare that there is 
active spiritual impartinent in the seeming quies- 
cent physical world. The scene, as I recall it, 
presented a superb pageant of life and color. 
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There was a multitudinous audience. The stage 
was thronged with men renowned in war and 
cxninmt in peace. General Hancock preaded. 
My seat was at the left of that commander, and 
on my left sat General Sherman. I had not 
before met those famous chieftains; and pres- 
ently I obtained an amusing assurance that we 
had indeed been strangers. General Hancock 
was visibly suffering from nervous trepidation, 
as he inspected the printed order of exerdsea and 
prepared to begin the proceedings. 

" From New York, sir? " he said, tiuning to 
me, in a bewilderment of inquiry. Almost at 
the same moment General Sherman, who also 
was inspecting the programme, — ^but with a 
bland compc»ure curiously contrastive with his 
military colleague's exdtement, — smote me upcm 
the shoulder and cheerfully inquired: " Do I un- 
derstand that this is a poem of your own compo- 
Mtion that you intend to deliver? " Reassured 
by a favorable reply as to botii those points, the 
warriors seemed to accept the situation, and the 
speaking was begtm. 

I have addressed many audiences, but never on 
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audience more eagerly responsive and generously 
enthusiastic than that assemblage of members 
of the Sodety of the Army of the Potomac. 
When I returned to my seat, after the delivery 
of my poem, every person upon the stage was 
standing; the house was rin^ng with cheers; 
General Sherman caught me in his arms, with 
fervent feeling: and, as to the success of the 
effort, it is enough for me to remember that, from 
that day till the day of his death, that great man 
remuned my friend. 

Themes of ardor and scenes of tmnult were^ 
to Bayard Taylor, the breath of life. No other 
^American poet has surpassed and only Halleck 
and Whittier have equalled him in the quality 
of passionate, ecstatic enthunatm, as it is shown 
in his " Bedouin Song," his " Nilotic Drinking 
Song," his " Song of the Camp," his " Sicilian 
Wine," his " Porphjnrogenitus," his " Shake- 
STpeare Ode," and " The Bath." Those are typ- 
ical exponents of a spirit that was forever aspir- 
ing, forever hopeful, always feeling the impulse 
and sounding the exultant note of joyous en- 
deavor: 



WILLIAM WINTER 

(In 1876) 
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Turn Dot wliere sinks the sullen daric 

B^ora the signs of warning, 
Bnt crowd the canvas on our baric 

And sail to meet the morning. 

Writing to me from Gotha, Germany, Octo- 
ber 2, 1878, he gave this revelation of his indomi- 
table mind: 

I have been, nntil recently, so hv^ with a History of 
Genneny, for schools, that my purpose to write to you has 
been pos^ned untO now. ... I was co^^>elled to under- 
take the Histoiy, for the sake of bread and butter. It was 
a work of dght months, severe and unremitting, and if it 
does not have a tolerable succees I shall infer that no literary 
work of mine is destined to succeed. " Lars," for instance, 
is a dead failure, in a business point of view. The sales, for 
the first two months, were just 1,060 copies. 

I believe the book has been praised by the critics (at least 
Osgood says so), but it seems to have made no impression on 
most of my friends. KcEntee is the sole individual who 
has mentioned it in his letters. Stedman wrote such praise 
of my Vienna Letters (the most ephemeral work) as would 
have seemed ir(»)ical from any bnt an old friend, without 
even hinting that be bad ever beard of a poem which is 
worth all my correspondence, from first to last. 

However, I am one of those toogh souls which cannot 
be changed either by censure or neglecL I shall go on 
writing until I either receive the right sort of recognitioit 
or am smothered to death under a pyramid of magnificent 
failures. I have an intense joy and satisfaction in writing 
a poem, and I never could write so fast as to get ahead of 
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the aGcnmnlating oonceptions. A nice prospect for m; 
friends t 

I go to Wdmar in about a week, to stadf tlie Goethe 
BTcbiTOS and the localitieB generally. Gkitha, therefore, will 
be my addresB until Ohristmas: it is only one hour from. 
Weimar. Our winter plan is still in nubibus; but there is 
no hurry. Next summer there is the return borne, and any 
amount of sordid drudgery for me^ . . . 

I'm getting a little homesick, for the absence, thus far, 
baa been anything but a holiday. Fve been fifteen months 
in Europe, and in that time have cony>iled a volume for 
Scribner, written "Lars" and a "History of Qramany," 
and gone to Vienna for the Tribune^ The remaining six or 
eight months of our stay must be devoted to the Qoethe plan, 
for which, principally, I came. 

Lillian is still at Bchool, developing in a way which glad- 
dens our hearts; so the main fortune of life has not yet 
deserted us. How are your wife and boysl Give them our 
love, and whenever you have an hour to "loaf -and invite 
your soul " tell me how yon are getting on. . . . 

There, yon are tired of this, and I'll stop. If there were 
B eeasbore here Fd wander on it, and look over the waves 
like Ipbigeaia in Taurie. But I'm not the lees an exile. 
Ever faithfully yours, 

Batabd Tatlob. 

On another occasion, writing to me from the 

same German dty, he said: 

Ut Dsab Winter: 

Tour letter of Kor. 11 came like an unexpected and there- 
fore-all-the-more-welcome visit into my German solitude here. 
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Bq^ good HesvensI what all has not happened sinoe theni 
I write now, in a state of the greatest confusion and nnoor- 
tain^, — a condition durinsr which we ought reallf not to 
write at all, — but I cannot foresee how soon it will end. 
Oreeley'e death is a severe blow to me; for, in spite of zaaaj 
little personal squabbles (for which he never showed me ^be 
least sensitiveneas), he was one of my best friends, one of the 
few to be alwai/a relied upon, one upon whom I counted in 
forecasting the future. . . . 

Hy new poem has been my great consolation, and now that 
it is finished I miss the diversion of mind sadly. It is a 
blank verse idyllic story, in three books — something over 
8,100 lines. The MS. has gone to Osgood, by mail, and I have 
made another ot^y for Strahan & Oo., London, who, to my 
surprise, are willing to publish it. I hope their confidence will 
not be shamed by the result. I can only say that it is quite 
nnlike anything I have yet done: it is qnaint, simple, un- 
historical, objectively expressed. The story, which is all 
mine own invention, seemeth to me good; it is certainly 
originaL All this will not maVo tlie poem popular. I have 
come to the conclusion that popularity depends on striking 
some transitory mood or whim of the mercurial public; hence 
I expect nothing from this venture, except what an interest 
in the mere story may give. But it will be pleasant if my 
friends take an interest In the bantling. . . . 

I had a new experience last week. I lectured, in Oerman, 
on American Literature, for the benefit of the Ladiea' Chari- 
table Association of the city. My friends were a little nerv- 
ous, but the experiment was a thorough success. The hall 
was crammed: the ladies made over one hundred thalers 
profit: and everybody seemed delighted. I read, among 
other things a transUtion of foe's Baven and a poem <d 
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Whittle, boUi of whidi seemed to make a strong impreB8i(m. 
I wrote the Lecture immedlatelf in Oermsn, and — ^to niy 
(Rupriae — ^hare received many compliments on account of 
its att/le. This " occupation, tbat never wearies, that slowly 
creates and destroys not," as Schiller says, is, after all, onr 
best refuge ia uneai^ times. 

Stedman has just written, in Mb old, hearty way, and I 
shall reply to-morrow. Beid speaka of his poem, on Greeley, 
being very fine, which makes me all the more regret that 
the papers have not come. I have sent also some lines, 
written during the first shock of the news: they have prol^ 
ably been published by this time. 

I don't know of any poon, anywhere, called " The Veiled 
Uuse." I like the title: why didn't you send me a copy of 
the poem? As for your poetic activity, thie poem proves 
that you have not given up. I know ttie despondency under 
which you are resting, but also I know that the congenital 
gift never dies out of one's nature. Several volumes of 
mino sell no longer; not five copies a year; but am I to be 
silent because of tliatt Never, my mostersl If I live I 
shall publish several more volumes of poetry. What is in me 
must out, whether the public like it or not I 

You win Burely write again soon. I shall, probably, from 
all quarters, not hear a full account of what has token place 
in the office since Greeley's death, and you can certainly 
give me a little more li^t on the situation, from your point 
of view. Nov I must close, to catch to-day's maiL With 
hearty greetings to all friends. 

Ever faitiif ully yours, 

Batabd Tatlob. 
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Of the poetic group in which Taylor was 
conspicuous not one remains. That group in- 
cluded, among others, Richard Henry Stoddard 
and his brilliant wife, EUzabeth Barstow; 
Edmund Clarence Stedman ; George Henry 
Boker; Fitz-James O'Brien ; Christopher P. 
Cranch; Fitz Hugh Ludlow, and George Will- 
iam Curtis. The writings of Taylor evince his 
strong affection for Boker and Stoddard. The 
home of the latter poet, where I first met Taylor, 
was, for several years, in a house, still standing, 
at the northeast corner of Fourth Avenue and 
Tenth Street, New York. There, on occaaon, 
Stoddard, — the most subtle and exquisite lyrical 
genius in our poetic literature since Poe, — ^would 
assemble his guests, and there I have seen Tay- 
lor, as also at his own fireside and at mine, the 
incarnation of joviality and the soul of mirth. 
He was in no way ascetic. He loved the pleas- 
ures of Ufe. No man could more completely 
obey than he did the Emersonian injunction to 
" Hear what wine and roses say! " In the ear- 
lier part of his career he had fancied himself a 
disciple of Shelley: there is, among his works. 
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anode to that eluare poet, whom he mvokes as 
" Immortal brother " ; but, in fact, he had as little 
natural sympathy with the rainbow mysticism of 
that strange being as he had with his prodirity 
for dry bread. He would have consorted far 
more readily with Bums or Christoph^ Nortli, 
"the jolly bachelors of Tarbolton and Maudi- 
line " (as Allan Cunningham called Bums's gay 
comrades) , or the genial revellers of the Noctes 
Ambrosians. Not that he fancied carousal: but 
he was very human. Like Shelley, however, he 
loved Gredan themes: his "Icarus," "Hylas" 
and " Passing the Sirens " are fine imaginative 
examples of that love; but, like Bums, he habit- 
ually treated all themes in a spirit of ardent 
humanity. 

Neither Taylor, Stoddard, Stedman, nor 
Boker was associated with the Bohemian group 
that gathered round the satiric Henry Clapp, in 
the days of *' The Saturday Press " and PfafiTs 
Cave. None of those poets led a Bohemian life 
or evinced practical sympathy with what is called 
[Bohemianism. Stedman, indeed, wrote a poem 
about Bohemia, — a poem which is buoyant with 
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a gypsy spirit and a mnning lilt; but it is one 
thing to write melodious verses about Arcadian 
bliss, and quite another thing to subsist from 
week to week on the precarious rations of a pub- 
lisher's hack. Taylor, roaming up and down the 
world, — as Gk)ldsmith had done before him, — 
learning languages, consorting with all sorts of 
persons, and earning his bread with bis pen, x>os- 
sessed the true Bohemian spirit ; but, all the same, 
his tastes were domestic, his proclivities were 
those of the scholar and the artist, and he typifies 
not Grub Street, but literature; and in literature 
he especially represents the rare and precious 
attribute of poetic vitality; for his many-colored 
line throbs and glows with life, — not alone the 
life of the intellect, but the life of the heart. 

It is difficult to depict, in the cold gleam of 
words, the inspiring personality of Bayard Tay- 
lor and to indicate its value to the general experi- 
ence. As I think of him I see again the tall, 
stalwart figure; the symmetrical head, with its 
crown of dark, slightly grizzled, curling h^r; the 
aquiline, bearded face; the dark eyes, glowing 
with kindly light; and again I feel the cordial 
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dasp of the strong hand, and hear the cheerful, 
musical, winning voice. In the common life of 
every day he was the genial comrade, enjoying 
everything and happy in contributing to the hap- 
piness aroimd him. In the life of the intellect, 
in the realm of thought and expression, he be- 
came transfigured; he was the priest at the altar, 
the veritable apostle of Art. There is, in the 
crypt of the Pantheon, in Paris, a tomb, of which 
the door stands partly open, to allow the passage 
of an arm of bronze, bearing an uplifted torch, — 
the emblem of immortal aspiration. No symbol 
could better denote the personality of Bayard 
Taylor, the meaning of his life, and the abiding 
influence of his works. Upon his grave, at Long- 
wood, Pennsylvania, there is a Greek altar, in- 
scribed with the words, " He being dead yet 
speaketh." It is not an idle epitaph. As long 
as there is beauty in the world, and as long as 
there are human hearts to receive its message of 
joy and hope> his voice will he heard. 



VII. 

CHARLES DICKENS. 

It was my privilege, many years ago, to dasp 
the hand of Charles Dickens and to hear from 
his lips the cordial assurance of his personal re- 
gard. " If you come to England," he said, " be 
sure to come to me; and it won't he my fault if 
you don't have a good time." The great novel- 
ist said those words as we sat together aboard a 
little tug-boat, on the morning of April 22, 1868, 
steaming to the Russia, which was anchored in 
the bay of New York, and about to sail for Eng- 
land. It was a lovely morning. The air was 
genial, the broad expanse of the Hudson and the 
bay sparkled in brilliant sunlight, and the whole 
silver scene was vital with motion and cheerful 
sound. Dickens had expressed the wish to slip 
away unimpeded by a crowd, for his many Read- 
ings, together with much travel and continuoiis 
social exertion, had taxed his endurance, and he 
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was weary and ilL Accordingly, accompanied 
by his friend and manager, George Dolby, he 
drove from his hotel, the Westminster, to the pier 
at the western end of Spring Street, where a 
few friends were to meet him and embark with 
him for the steamship. The party included 
James T. Fields, James R. Osgood, Sol Eytinge, 
Jr., A. V. S. Anthony, H. C. Jarrett, H. D. 
Palmer, George Dolby, and the present writer, — 
who is the sole survivor of that group. When 
Dickens alighted from the carriage and glanced 
at the river he uttered the joyous exclamation: 
" That's home! " We were soon aboard the tug- 
boat, — called " The Only Son,"- — and as we sailed 
down the river it pleased the novelist to talk with 
me about many things. I had heard all his Read- 
ings in New York, and had written about them, 
and on that subject he had many pleasant words 
to say. Mention being made of the English 
poet Matthew Arnold, he spoke warmly, saying: 
" He is one of the gentlest and most earnest of 
men." Of the renowned foreign actor Charles 
Fechter, — who had not visited America, but 
was soon to come, — ^he said: " When you see 
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Fediter you will, I think, recognize a great 
artist" So the talk rambled on, till presently I 
ventured to speak of the benefit and comfort that 
I, in common with thousands of other readers, 
had derived from his novels. My favorite, in 
those days, was '* A Tale of Two Cities,*' and 
in a fervor of enthusiasm I declared to him the 
opinion that it is the greatest of his works. He 
seemed much pleased, and he answered, with evi- 
dent conviction: '* I think so tool " Study and 
thought, in years that since have passed, convince 
me that we were both somewhat mistaken, for 
the indisputable supremacy of Dickens is that of 
the humorist, and surely the foremost of his 
novels, in respect of humor, are " David Copper- 
field" and "Martin Chuzzlewit"; but the 
avowal he then made affords an interesting 
glimpse of his mind, and therefore it is worthy 
to be remembered. 

The humorist not infrequently undervalues his 
special gift, and fancies himself to be stronger 
in pathos than in mirth. Dickens, as shown by 
many denotements in his writings, was fond of 
melodrama, meaning the drama of astonishing 
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WHttier, both of i^ch seemed to make a stroiig imttresritm. 
I wrote tbe Lecture immediately in Qermaii, and — ^to my 
enrpriae — have received many compliments on Recount of 
its »tj/t». This " occupation, that never wearies, that alowl; 
creates and deetroys not," aa Schill^ saya, is, after all, our 
best refuge in nnessy times. 

Btedman has just written, in his old, hearty way, and I 
eball reply to-morrow. Beid epeaks of bis poem, on Greeley, 
being very fine, which makes me aU the more regret that 
the papers have not come; I have sent also some lines, 
written during the first shock of the news : tfa^ have pn^ 
ftbly been published by this time, 

I don't know of any poem, anywhere, called " The Veiled 
ICase;" I like the title: why didn't you send me a copy of 
the poemt Aa for your poetic activity, this poem proves 
tbat you have not giv^i up. I know the despondency under 
iriiifih yon are resting, but also I know that the congenital 
gift never dies out of one's nature. Several volumes of 
mine sell no longer; not five copies a year; but am I to be 
ulent because of thati Never, my maateral If I live I 
shall publish several more volumes of poetry. What is in me 
must out, whether the public like it or not I 

You will surely write again soon. I shall, probably, from 
all quarters, not hear a full account of what has taken place 
in the office since Greeley's death, and you can certainly 
give me a little more lii^t on the situation, from your point 
of viev. ISow I must dose, to catch to-day's maiL With 
hearty gnetiagt to all friends. 

Ever faithfully yours, 

Batabd Tatlob. 
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Of tiie poetic group in which Taylor was 
conspicuous not one remains. That group in- 
cluded, among others, Richard Henry Stodduxl 
and his brilliant wife, Elizabeth Barstow; 
Edmund Clarence Stedman; George Henry 
Boker; Fitz-James O'Brien; Christopher P. 
Cranch; Fitz Hugh Ludlow, and George Will- 
iam Curtis. The writings of Taylor evince his 
strong affection for Boker and Stoddard. The 
home of the latter poet, where I first met Taylor, 
was, for several years, in a house, still standing, 
at the northeast comer of Fourth Avenue and 
Tenth Street, New York. There, on occasion, 
Stoddard, — the most subtle and exquisite lyrical 
genius in our poetic hterature since Poe, — would 
assemble his guests, and there I hare seen Tay- 
lor, as also at his own fireside and at mine, the 
incarnation of joviality and the soul of mirth. 
He was in no way ascetic. He loved the pleas- 
ures of life. No man could more completely 
obey than he did the Emersonian injunction to 
" Hear what wine and roses sayl " In the ear- 
lier part of his career he had fanded himself a 
disciple of Shelley: there is, among his works* 
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Whittjer, both of whidi fleemed to make a strong impiesaian. 
I wrote Uie Lecture immediateljr in Qerman, and — to my 
enrprise — have received many compliments on account of 
its style. This " occupation, that never wearies, that slowly 
creates and destroys not," as Schiller eaye, is, after sU, onr 
best refuge in uneasy times. 

Stedman has Just written, in his old, hear^ way, and I 
shall reply to-morrow. Beid speaks of his poem, on Oreeley, 
being very Sue, whioh makes me all the more regret that 
the papers have not come. I have sent also some lines, 
written during the first shock of the news ; they have pnb- 
sbly been published by this time. 

I don't know of any poem, anywhere, called " The Yelled 
ICnae;" I like the title: why didn't you send me a copy of 
the poemt As for your poetic activity, this poem proves 
tjiat you have not given up. I know the despondency mider 
whieh yon are resting, but also I know that the congenital 
gift never dies out of one's nature. Several volumes of 
mine sell no longer; not five copies a year; but am I to be 
silent because of thatt Never, my masters I If I live I 
shall publish several more volumes of poetry. What is in me 
must out, whether the public like it or notl 

Tou will surely write again soon. I shall, probably, from 
all quarters, not hear a full account of what has taken place 
in the office since Greeley's death, and you can certainly 
give me a littie more lifilit on the situation, from your point 
of view. Now I must close, to catch to-day's maiL With 
heor^ greetings to all friends. 

Ever faithfully yours, 

Batabd Tatlob. 
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Of the poetic group in which Taylor was 
conspicuous not one remains. That group in- 
cluded, among others, lUchard Henry Stoddard 
and his brilliant wife, Elizabeth Bwstow; 
Edmund Clarence Stedman; George Henry 
Boker; Fite-James O'Brien; Christopher F. 
Cranch; Fitz Hugh Ludlow, and (Jeorge Will- 
iam Curtis. The writings of Taylor ennce his 
strong affection for Boker and Stoddard. The 
home of the latter poet, where I first met Taylor, 
was, for several years, in a house, still standing, 
at the northeast comer of Fourth Avenue and 
Tenth Street, New York. There, on occasion, 
Stoddard, — the most subtle and exquisite lyrical 
genius in our poetic literature since Foe, — ^would 
assemble his guests, and there I have seen Tay- 
lor, as also at his own fireside and at mine, the 
incarnation of joviality and the soul of mirth. 
He was in no way ascetic. He loved the pleas- 
ures of life. No man could more completdy 
obey than he did the Emersonian injunction to 
" Hear what wine and roses say! " In the ear- 
lier part of his career he had fanded himself a 
disciple of Shelley: there is, among his works. 
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an ode to that elu^re poet, whom he invokes as 
*' Immortal brother " ; but, in fact, he had as little 
natural sympathy with the rainbow mysticism of 
that strange being as he had with his prodivify 
for dry bread. He would have consorted far 
more readily with Bums or Christopher North, 
" the jolly bachdors of Tarbolton and Mauch- 
line " (as Allan Cunningham called Biuns's gay 
comrades), or the genial revellers of the Noctes 
Ambrosians. Not that he fancied carousal: but 
he was very human. Like Shelley, however, he 
loved Grecian themes: his " Icarus," " Hylas " 
and " Passing the Sirens " are fine imaginative 
examples of that love; but, like Bums, he habit- 
ually treated all themes in a spirit of ardent 
humanity. 

Neither Taylor, Stoddard, Stedman, nor 
Boker was associated with the Bohemian group 
that gathered round the satiric Henry Clapp, in 
the days of " The Saturday Press " and PfaflTs 
Cave. None of those poets led a Bohemian life 
or evinced practical sympathy with what is called 
Bohemlanism. Stedman, indeed, wrote a poem 
about Bohemia, — a poem which is buoyant with 
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a gyp^ spirit and a wiimiiig lilt; but it is one 
thing to write melodious verses about Arcadian 
bliss, and quite another thing to subsist from 
week to week on the precarious rations of a pub- 
lisher's hack. Taylor, roaming up and down the 
world, — as Goldsmith had done before him, — 
learning languages, consorting with all sorts of 
persons, and earning his bread with his pen, pos- 
sessed the true Bohemian spirit ; but, all the same, 
his tastes were domestic, his prodivities were 
those of the scholar and the artist, and he typifies 
not Grub Street, but literature; and in literature 
he especially represents the rare and precious 
attribute of poetic vitality; for his many-colored 
line throbs and glows with life, — ^not alone the 
life of the intellect, but the life of the heart. 

It is difficult to depict, in tiie cold gleam of 
words, the inspiring personality of Bayard Tay- 
lor and to indicate its value to the general experi- 
ence. As I think of bim I see again the tall, 
stalwart figure; the symmetrical head, with its 
crown of dark, sli^itly grizzled, curling htur; the 
aquiline, bearded face; the dark eyes, glowing 
with kindly light; and agam I feel the cordial 
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clasp of the strong hand, and hear the cheerful, 
musical, winning voice. In the common life of 
every day he was the genial comrade, enjoying 
everything and happy in contributing to the hap- 
piness around him. In the Ufe of the intellect, 
in the realm of thought and expression, he be- 
came transfigured; he was the priest at the altar, 
the veritable apostle of Art. There is, in the 
crypt of the Pantheon, in Paris, a tomb, of which 
the door stands partly open, to allow the passage 
of an arm of bronze, bearing an uplifted tordi, — 
the emblem of immortal aspiration. No symbol 
could better denote the personaliiy of Bayard 
Taylor, the meaning of his life, and the abiding 
influence of his works. Upon his grave, at Long- 
wood, Pennsylvania, there is a Greek altar, in- 
scribed with the words, " He being dead yet 
speaketh." It is not an idle epitaph. As long 
as there is beauty in the world, and as long as 
there are human hearts to receive its message of 
jay and hope, his voice will foe heard. 



VII. 

CHARLES DICKENS. 

It was my privilege, many years ago» to clasp 
the hand of Charles Dickens and to hear from 
his lips the cordial assurance of his personal re- 
gard. " If you come to England," he said, *' be 
sure to come to ine; and it won't be my fault if 
you don't have a good time." The great novel- 
ist said those words as we sat together aboard a 
little tug-boat, on the morning of April 22, 1868, 
steaming to the Russia, which was anchored in 
the bay of New York, and about to sail for Eng- 
land. It was a lovely morning. The air was 
genial, the broad expanse of the Hudson and the 
bay sparkled in brilliant sunhght, and the whole 
silvOT scene was vital with motion and cheerful 
sound. Dickens had expressed the wish to slip 
away unimpeded by a crowd, for his many Read- 
ings, together with much travel and continuous 
social exertion, had taxed his endurance and he 
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was weaiy and ill. Accordingly, accompanied 
by his friend and manager, George Dolby, he 
drove from his hotel, the Westminster, to the pier 
at the western end of Spring Street, where a 
few friends were to meet Htm and embark with 
him for the steamship. The party included 
James T. Fields, James R. Osgood, Sol Fytinge, 
Jr., A. V. S. Anthony, H. C. Jarrett, H. D. 
Palmer, George Dolby, and the present writer, — 
who is the sole survivor of that group. When 
Dickens alighted from the carriage and glanced 
at the river he uttered the joyous exclamation: 
" That's home! " We were soon aboard the tug- 
boat, — called " The Only Son," — and as we sailed 
down the river it pleased the novelist to talk with 
me about many things. I had heard all his Read- 
ings in New York, and had written about them, 
and on that subject he had many pleasant words 
to say. Mention being made of the Engli^ 
poet Matthew Arnold, he spoke warmly, saying: 
" He is one of the gentlest and most earnest of 
men." Of the renowned foreign actor Charles 
Fechter, — who had not visited America, but 
was soon to come, — ^he said: " When you see 
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Fechter you will, I think, recognize a great 
airtist." So the talk rambled on, till presently I 
ventured to speak of the benefit and comfort that 
la in cfxnmon with thousands of other readers, 
had derived from his novels. My favorite, in 
those days, was " A Tale of Two Cities," and 
in a fervor of enthunasm I declared to him the 
opinion that it is the greatest of his works. He 
seoned much pleased, and he answered, with evi- 
dent conviction: " I think so tool " Study and 
tbou^t, in years that since have passed, convince 
me that we were both somewhat mistaken, for 
the indisputable supronacy of Sickens is that of 
the humorist, and surely the foremost of his 
novds, in respect of humor, are " David Copper- 
field " and " Martin Chuzzlewit "; but the 
avowal be then made affords an interesting 
glimpse of his mind, and therefore it is worthy, 
to be remonbered. 

The humorist not infrequently undervalues his 
special gift, and fandes himself to be strongs 
in pathos than in mirth. Dickens, as shown by 
many denotements in his writings, was fond of 
melodrama, meaning the drama of astonishing 
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situations, — a branch of art by no means to be 
despised, but not the highest, — and he Hked pos- 
itive, literal effects rather than suggestions to 
the imagination: it is known, for example, that 
he ranked tiie performance of Solon Shingle, by 
John E. Owens, which was reality, above the 
performance of Rip Van Winkle, by Joseph 
Jefferson, which, in that actor's treatment of it, 
was poetry. No critical considerations, however, 
affected our discourse, in the conversation that is 
now recalled. The novelist had labored through 
a toilsome season: his work was done, bis mind 
was at ease, and he was blithe in spirits, — only 
subdued, at moments, by consciousness of im- 
pending separation from dear friends. There 
was about him the irresistible charm of ingenu- 
ous demeanor and absolute simphcity. His ap- 
pearance, that day, afforded a striking contrast 
with the appearance he had presented at the 
reading desk. When before an audience Dick- 
ens assumed the pose of an actor. He wore 
evening dress, but he used the accessories of foot- 
lights and also a colored screen as a background, 
and he " made up ** his face, as actors do. There 
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was, in his reading, an extraordinary facility of 
impersonation, and be employed all essential 
means to heighten the desired effect of it. Now 
be was himself. The actor had disappeared. 
The man was with us, unsophisticated and un- 
adorned. He wore a rough travelling suit and 
a soft felt hat; his right foot was wrapped in 
black silk, for he had been suffering from gout; 
and he carried a plain stick. After he had 
boarded the steamship, and while be was talking 
with the captain and other officers, the members 
of our little party assembled in the saloon with 
what be afterward jocosely described as " bitter 
beer intentions." Soon he approached our group 
and, addressing me, he said: "What are you 
drinking? " I named the fluid, and, responding 
to his request, filled a tumbler for him. He 
shook hands with us, all around, with a grasp of 
iron, emptied his glass, put it on the table, and 
turned to greet the old statesman Thurlow 
Weed, who had just then arrived: whereupon, 
immediately, I seized that glass, and, to the con- 
sternation of the attendant steward, put it into 
my pocket, — mentioning, as I did so. Sir Wal- 
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ter Scott's appropriation of the glass of King 
George IV, at the civic feast in Bdinhuigh, long 
ago. The rc^al souremr, it is recorded, fared 
ill, for Sir Walter sat upon it and broke it. The 
Dickens sourenir surviTcs and is still in my pos- 
session. When the farewells had been spo^n 
and we had left the ship, Dickens stood at the 
rail, his brilliant eyes (and surely no eyes more 
brilliant were ever seen) suffused with tears, 
and, placing his hat on the end of his stick, he 
waved it to us till distance had hidden him from 
view. I never saw him again. Nine years later, 
in 1877, when I first went to England, thou^ 
I could not seek for him at his home, I stood 
with reverence beside his grave. He rests in the 
Poets* Comer of Westminster Abbey. As I 
drew near to that sacred spot I saw a angle red 
rose lying on the pavonent that bears his name, 
and almost at the instant a heedless visitor, in- 
dolently strolling along the transept, trod upon 
the flower and crushed it. 

The general heart of mankind was touched by, 
Charles Dickens. Criticism, in its examination 
of his writings, may refine and discriminate to 
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the utmost possible extent, but it cannot obliter- 
ate that solid, dedaiTe truth. His own words 
tersely and convincingly declare the consummate, 
conquering principles of his faith and his works: 

Age» of inceeaant labor, by immortal creaturea, for this 
earth, must pass into eternity, before the good of which it 
is BOBoeptible is all developed. . . . Any Chriatian q;iiri^ 
working kindly in its little eph^e, whatever it may be, will 
find its mortal life too short for its vast means of nsefulneaa. 
. . . There is nothing in the world eo inevitably contagious 
u laufl^ter and good humor. 

Upon those principles Dickens continuously 
acted, and in his literary life, of more than thirty, 
years of conscientious labor, he created enduring 
works of art, — peopling the realm of pure fiction 
with a wide variety of characters, interpreting 
human nature in manifold phases, reflecting the 
passing hour, demolishing social abuses, teadiing 
the sacred duty of charity, comforting and help- 
ing the poor, and stretching forth the hands of 
loving sympathy to the outcast and the wretched. 
Thus laboring, he enridbed the world with a per- 
petual spring of kindness, of hope, and of inno- 
cent, happy laughter; be inculcated devotion to 
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noble ideals; and he stimulated and strength- 
ened the spiritual instincts of the human race. 
Any relic of such a man is precious, and the 
Dickens souvenir to which I have adverted, — the 
glass from which he took his parting drink, on 
the day of his final departure from America, — 
has been tenderly cherished. Once in a while it 
is brought forth and shown, for the pleasure of a 
literary visitor. On one occasion of exceptional 
and peculiar interest, when Charles Dickens, the 
younger, dined with us in our home, March 8, 
1888, it was placed in his hands, and thus, after 
the lapse of fifteen years, the farewell glass of 
the illustrious father was touched by the lips of 
the reverent and honored son. 

The younger Charles Dickens, a man of un- 
common talents and of a singularly amiable and 
winning personality, possessed abundant and 
deeply interesting recollections of his father, and, 
naturally, he was fond of talking about him. 
Adverting to his father's Readings, he men- 
tioned several picturesque and significant ind- 
dents, all tending to show the deep interest that 
the great novelist felt in that branch of his art. 
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and the scrupulous care with which he trained 
himself for the vocation of public reader. The 
home of Dickens, Gad's Hill Place, a house that 
he had known and fancied when a boy, and that 
he bought in 1856, is near to Rochester and Chat- 
ham, where there is a military and naval estab- 
hshment. " Noisy brawls sometimes occurred 
in the neighborhood," said the younger Dickens, 
" but we did not regard them. One morning I 
heard a great din, shouts and screams, as of a 
violent, drunken quarrel. At first I did not heed 
it, but after a while, as it steadily continued, I 
went out to our grove, across the road, where I 
found my father, alone. ' Have you heard the 
row? ' I asked. ' Did you hear any noise? ' he 
answered. ' Yes,' I replied, ' I thought some- 
body was being killed. What can have hap- 
pened? Did you shout? ' ' / made the row,' he 
replied ; ' I have been rehearsing the murder 
scene in " Oliver Twist." It was the wrangle 
of Bill Sykes and Nancy that you heard; I have 
just been trying to kill Nancy.' ' Well,* I said, 
' I should think you have succeeded, for a more 
damnable racket was never made.* " The ear- 
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nest narrator proceeded to tell me that his father 
was warned against the prodigious exertion 
necessitated by those Readings of his, and esp&t 
cially by the reading from " Oliver Twist." The 
de^th of Dickens (aged only fifty-eight) was 
prerapitated by his implication in a frightful rul- 
road accident, which occurred at Staplehurst, a 
year before he died, but, undoubtedly, the e£Forts 
that he made as a public reader hastened the close 
of his great career. Indeed, toward the last, his 
son Charles, acting in obedience to the imperative 
order of his father's doctor, invariably sat in front, 
near to the stage, and, — as he told me, — ^had, 
privately, provided himself with a short ladder, 
by means of which he could obtain immediate 
access to the platform, in order to ud his father 
in case he should be smitten with a stroke of apo- 
plexy. Such an end was expected, and such was 
the end that came; but, happily, not in public 
Dickens gave his last reading on March 19, 1860, 
at St. James's Hall, London. He died, sud- 
denly, of apoplexy, in his dining room at Gad's 
Hill Place, June 9, 1870. The younger Charles 
Dickens long survived his father, dying on July 
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21, 1896, — and so one of the kindest men, one of 
the gentlest spirits, one of the best speakers in 
England, vanished from our mortal scene. 

The name of the Dickens house and of its local- 
ity is spelled both ways — Gad's Hill and Gads- 
hilL In the second act of the First Part of 
Shakespeare's great play of " Henry IV " it is 
spelled Gadshill, and it is used as the name of a 
place and as the name of a person, — the servant 
of VaUtaff. The place is westward from Roch- 
ester. On a brilliant day in the summer of 1885 1 
made a pilgrimage to that literuy fdirine,— driv- 
ing frcnn the Bull, at Bochrater, Mr. Pickwick's 
tavern, and pasnng many hours among the 
haunts of Dickens. There is, or was, a quaint 
little inn, caUed the Falstaff. near to Gad's Hill 
Place, on the oppomte side of the turnpike road, 
and from that resort I dispatched a card to the 

owner of the mansion. Major , signifying 

that one of the American friends of Dickens 
would gratefully appredate the privil^^ of 
viewing the house. The Major recdved me with 
cordial hospitality, and so it happened that a 
stranger spoke, upon the threshold of Dickens, 
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the welcome that the great author himself in- 
tended and promised to speak. There was the 
study, unchanged, — the room in which " Great 
Expectations," *' Our Mutual Friend " and 
" Edwin Drood " were written; there was the 
writing-desk at which the ma^cian would never 
sit again; there was the vacant chiur; there, on 
the back of the door, was the painted book-case, 
with the mock volumes, bearing comic titles, in- 
vented by the novelist; and over all the golden 
simmier sunshine ghmmered and a magic Ught 
of memory that words are powerless to paint. 
I sat in the chair of Charles Dickens and rever- 
ently wrote my name in the chronicle of pilgrims 
to his earthly home. The dining room had, on 
that day, been prepared for a banquet for many 
persons, hut no guests had yet arrived, and the 
Major kindly permitted me to enter it and see 
the sofa on which Dickens died; and later he con- 
ducted me through a tunnel underneath the road, 
giving access to a field and grove where was the 
Swiss chalet presented to Dickens by friends of 
his in Switzerland, a snug retreat to which he 
often resorted to escape interruption when at 
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work* and where he passed his last day as a living 
man. I recalled his words, as I stood there: 
" If you come to England be sure to come to 
fas" end it seemed to me that he was actually 
present, and that I felt again the hearty grasp 
of his hand and heard the rin^g tones of his 
cheery voice. The garden was gay with red 
roses. " Dickens loved these," said the Major, 
and, so saying, he placed a cluster of them in my 
hands, by way of gracious farewell. 

THE READINGS OF DICKENS 

Dickens was not only an excellent reader but 
a good actor. The discerning reader of his 
novels perceives that be possessed a keen dra- 
matic instinct. The auditor of his Readings was 
soon convinced that he also possessed a positive 
dramatic faculty. In reading scenes from his 
noveb he entered into dbaracters that he had cre- 
ated, and his correct assumption of diverse per- 
sonalities was deciavely effective. Now be was 
Scrooge; presently Mr. Fizgig; then Bob 
CrtUchitt; and by and by he passed, easily, by 
the expedient of artistic suggestion, — and by 
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something more» which it is difficult to define,— 
through the contrasted guises of Serjeant Buz- 
fux, the little Judge, Mrs. Cluppins, Sam Wei- 
lev, Mr. Winkle, Micawber, Pecksniff ^ and 
Sairey Gamp. The skill that merges personality 
with a fictitious cJiaracter, and yet does not efface 
the performer's indiTidual quality, is indispen- 
sable in acting. Dickens possessed it. He knew 
the effect that he wished to produce. His 
method was characterized by simplicity and deli- 
cacy. In the copious, mellow, musical vocalism 
(a httle marred by the monotony of rising inflec- 
tion), the authoritative manner, the unaffected, 
free gesticulation, and the spontaneous accord- 
ance of the action with the word the authentic art 
of the actor was conspicuous. As an interpreter of 
tragic character and feeling he was consistent and 
often impressiTe, as in his reading of the storm 
chapter, much condensed, in " David Copper- 
field," — that wonderful blending of the terrors 
of the tempest with the tragic and pathetic cul- 
minations of human fate, — ^but he was, distinc- 
1ivdy« a humorist, and his humorous embodi- 
ments, for embodiments, practically, they were. 
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and not merely denotements, were his indulntable 
triumphs of dramatic art. In outbursts of pas- 
sionate emotion, while he did not lack fervor, he 
lacked vocal ■power; but the moment he entered 
the reahn of humor he was a monardL His 
whole being then seemed aroused. His clear, 
brilliant, expressive eyes twinkled with joy; his 
countenance expressed bubbling mirth that was 
with difficulty restrained; his tones grew deep 
and rich; he, manifestly, escaped from all con- 
sciousness of self; and he completely captivated 
his auditor. 

At this distance of time, — ^forty years having 
passed since last I heard his voice, — ^it is not 
easy to name his superlative comic achievements; 
hut my clearest remembrance of them would 
specify Micawher, Mr». Gamp, Sam WeUer, Mra. 
Baddies^ Pecksniff, Mra. Gwtmidge and the lit- 
tle servant of Boh Sawyer as gems of his hu- 
morous acting. There was a sweet, gentle strain 
of humor in his exposition of the delicate episode 
of poor little Dora Spenloto; but the scenes in 
which he revelled and greatly excelled were sudi 
as display the festival with Mic<fixiber at Canter- 
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bury; the supper with Bob Sawyer, in the lodg- 
ing-house of the shrill, spiteful Mrs. Raddles; 
and the tipsy altercation between Mrs. Cramp 
and Mrs. Prig. His finest impersonations, — 
finest, because of the dramatic interpreter's abso- 
lute fidelity to the author's designs, and also be- 
cause of their integral revealment of his genius, 
— were, as I remember them, those of Dr. Mari- 
gold and Mrs. Gamp. The latter portrayal was 
a consummate type of his humor; the former of 
his pathos. That fat, fussy heathen, that prodigy 
of eccentric, comic selfishness, that ungainly, sa- 
gacious, piggish cockney, Mrs. Gamp, — ^herself 
possessing no perception, however slight, of 
either good feeling or mirth, — delights 1^ the 
grotesque comicality of a character, both serious 
and ludicrous, which is skilfully developed and 
displayed under ingeniously humorous condi- 
tions. All lovers of broad fun have rejoiced in 
Smrey, — in her copious loquacity, her store of 
anecdote, her appropriate aphorisms, her belief 
in the utility of regular habits, her talent for sar- 
casm, her partiality for ^n, her naive suggestion 
of " a bottle on the chimbley-piece, to set to my; 
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lips when so dispoged," her ample resources of 
unconsdously ludicrous illustration, her fecund, 
inexhaustihle vocabulary, her mythical friend 
Mrs. Harris, her formidable compatriot BeUy 
Prig, and her ever memorable quarrel with that 
audacious associate. Dickens must have rejoiced 
in creating Mr». Gamp, for he evinced the keen- 
est artistic enjoyment in depicting her> — ^his por- 
trayal of her exemplifying absolute harmony 
between the imaginative ideal and the executive 
intellectual purpose. Our stage was adorned, in 
old times, by three comedians, George Holland* 
William Davidge, and Marie Wilkins, any of 
whom could have personated Mr*. Gamp per- 
fectly well; but none of them, though aided 
by the accessories of costume and scenery, could 
have made the character more actual to the mate- 
rial vision than Dickens made it to the eyes of the 
mind. He read it, and, at the same time, he 
contrived to act it. 

The same felicity of achievement was percepti- 
ble in the portrayal of Dr. Marigold. No other 
one of his Readings contained more — if so much 
— of himself. In whatsoever way interpreted. 
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the story of Dr. Marigold would touch the heart. 
As interpreted by Dickens, its harmony of humor 
and pathos was irresistible. The sketch itself is 
exceptionally representative of the essential char- 
acteristic of its author's genius — ^vital humani^. 
No writer has shown himself more capable than 
Dickens was of pointing those afflicting contrasts 
.which reveal human nature as, at times, so noble, 
and social conditions as, at times, so traj^c. No 
writer ever was more quick to see or more expert 
to show the heart that beats beneath the motley, 
and, therewithal, the masquerade of living, in 
which so many human beings, of fine feeling and 
high motive, are doomed to participate, — often 
through many arid years of smiling endurance. 
iWhen Dickens assumed Dr. Marigold the for- 
mal English gentleman, in evening dress, seemed 
to disappear, while in his place stood the coarsely 
dad, loquadous pedler, on the footboard of his 
Cheap-Jack cart, — ^his dying daughter clasped 
to his breast, her arms around his neck, her head 
drooping on his shoulder, — vending bis wares — 
voluble, facetious, resolute — Chiding his sorrow — 
the veritable incarnation of heroism^ — even while 
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the gray shadow of death was steeling over the 
face of his child. It was an inexpressibly pa* 
tbetic presentment of dramatic contrast: on one 
side, self-abnegation, the celestial element of hu- 
man nature; on the other side, innocent, hdpless, 
forlorn childhood, made doubly sacred by misfort- 
une. I have seen all the important acting that 
has been shown on the American stage within a 
past of more than fifty years : I hare seen but lit- 
tle, in the serio-comic vein, that was better than 
that of Charles Dickens in the character of Dr. 
Marigold. This humble tribute can suggest 
only the general character of his art. His Read- 
ings were the spontaneous expression, wisdy 
guided, of a great nature, in the maturity of its 
greatness, and those persons who heard them en- 
joyed a precious privilege, never to be forgotten. 
Contemporary interest in those Headings, no 
doubt, was intensified by admiration, — then very 
general, — of the reader's writings; and perhaps, 
by reason of that admiration, they seem, in 
remembrance, to have been finer than they act- 
ually were. I do not, however, credit that con- 
jecture. I recall, even now, the action of Didc- 
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ens when, as Bob Cratchitt, he seemed to be 
throwing a kiss to Tiny Timj and brushing away 
a tear, as he prepared to propose the health of 
Scrooge. Those jrersons only who have children 
and fear to lose them, or, loving them, have lost 
them, could understand how much that simple 
action meant. I recall his sad tones and direct 
way when, as Pegotty, he told of the weary 
search for Little Em'ly, and " the fine, massive 
grandeur in his face " when he spoke those touch- 
ing words: "And only God knows how good 
them mothers was to me." I remember the ex- 
alted, awe-stiicken expression of his countenance 
when, as he closed his narrative of the storm, in 
" Copperfield," he spoke of the dead man, whose 
name is unmentioned, and the pathetic tone in 
wluch he said: " I saw him lying with his head 
upon his arm, as I had often seen him lie at 
school." Those indescribably beautiful strokes of 
art, and many Uke them, denoted a consummate 
artist. It is not, however, to be questioned that 
the intrinsic power and authentic supremacy of 
Dickens consisted in authorship, and not in the 
histrionic illustration of it. He enriched htera- 
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ture with creations that can never perish. Hu- 
mor and pathos blend in his works and make an 
exquisite music. The geniality of Christmas is 
nowhere so fully expressed as in " Pickwick " 
and the " Carol," — ^where great fires blaze upon 
spadous hearths, and bright eyes sparkle, and 
merry bells ring, and sunshine, starlight, and joy 
make a delicious atmosphere of comfort, kind- 
ness, and ardent good-will. There is no terror 
more ghastly than that on the face of Jotuu 
Chussdemt, as he breaks out of the woods, after 
doing the murder. There is no written tempest 
more actual and terrible than the tempest in 
which Ham and Steerforth go to their death. 
There is no emblem of self-sacrifice more sublime 
than the figure of Sidney Carton at the guillo- 
tine. But it is only a glimpse of a great author 
that is here intended, — ^not a critical estimate of 
works long since accepted into the sacrarium of 
Knglish Literature. The world knows them by 
heart, and the judgment of the most exacting of 
human intellect has recognized and celebrated the 
scope and the opulence of thar writer's genius: 
the vitality of his thought; the sincerity of his 
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virtuous emotion; the certainty of his intuition; 
the felicity of his inventire skill ; the rosy glow of 
his copious, captivating humor; the fineness of 
his perception of tragic and comic contrast in 
human experience; the depth of his sympathy 
with the common joys and sorrows of the human 
race; the eloquence of his fluent, nerrous, ford- 
hie, convincing style; and the profound, stead- 
fast, consistent purpose of his life and his art to 
inculcate the religion of charity and love. The 
world is happier and better because Charles 
Dickens has lived in it. 



vin. 

WILKIE COLLINS. 

There is no lesemblance of organic structure 
and mental idiosyncrasy between the works of 
Charles Dickens and the works of Wilkie Collins, 
yet Collins, as a novelist, was a result of the pro- 
digious influence of Dickens upon the literary 
movement of the time in which he lived, and the 
memory of the one irresistibly incites remem- 
brance of the other. My acquaintance with Col- 
lins b^gan long ago, and it speedily ripened into 
a friendship that was interrupted only by Ids 
death. He was a great writer: as a story-teller, 
specifically, he stands alone, — transcendent and 
incomparable: but his personality was even more 
interesting than his authorslup. To be in his 
society was to be charmed, delighted, stimulated, 
and refoeshed. His inieUectual energy c(»n- 
municated itself to all around him, but his man- 
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ner was so exquisitely refined and gentle that, 
while he prompted extreme mental activity, he 
also diffused a lovely influence of repose. The 
hours that I passed in the company of Collins 
are remembered as among the happiest of my 
life. His views were imconventional, — ^the 
views of a man who had observed human nature 
and society widely and closely, and who thought 
for himself. His humor was playful. His per- 
ception of character was intuitive and unerring. 
He manifested, at all times, a delicate conadera- 
tion for other persons, and his sense of kindness 
was instantaneous and acute. His learning was 
ample, but he made no parade of it. Sincerity 
and simplicity were the predominant attributes 
of his mind. He had seen much of the world, be 
possessed a copious store of anecdote, and his 
conversation was fluent, sprightly, and unusing, 
— ^the more attractive because of personal pecu- 
liarities that deepened the impression of his vrin- 
ning orij^ality. His temperament was mercu- 
rial, — ^his moods alternating between exuberant 
glee and pensive gloom; but in sodety he was 
remarkable for the buoyancy of a youthful spirit. 
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and at all times he dominated himself and his 
circumstances with a calm, resolute wilL In 
listening to his talk uid in reading his novels I 
derived the impression that he was a fatalist. 
However that may be, he looked upon the human 
race with boundless charity. His sensibility was 
great; his intuition was infallible, and, in par- 
ticular, his mental attitude toward women was 
that of ardent chivalry. He understood woman 
— her heroism, her magnificent virtues, her en- 
thralling charms; he knew her faults also, and 
he did not hesitate to declare and reprove them; 
but his works abound with touches of tender sym- 
pathy with ber trials and sufferings, and with 
lovely compassion for her infirmities and griefs. 
That exquisite humanity, combined with fine in- 
tellect and delicate, spontaneous humor, made 
companionship with Wilkie Collins an inestima- 
ble privilege and blessing. I have had the fort- 
une of knowing, intimately, many distinguished 
persons: I have not known any person, distin- 
guished or otherwise, whose society, — ^because of 
mental breadth, catholic tast^ generous feeling, 
quick appreciation, intrinsic goodness, and sweet 
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courtesy, — ^wos so entirely satisfying as that of 
WiUde Collins. 

The unjustifiable use of private letters, as an 
element in the biography of deceased persons, 
has been severely* and rightly, condonned. A 
judicious and correct use of such documents, 
however, con neither do injustice to the dead nor 
give offence to the living. Some of the letters 
that Collins addressed to me are more expressive 
than any description could be of his blithe alao 
rity of mind and his genial spirit. Here is one 
that pleasantly indicates those attributes and 
also, — annoimdng his allegiance to certain splen- 
did ideals now somewhat out of f adiion, — de- 
clares his literary taste: 

90 GLOaOBSTBR PUOB, P(«THAK SqDABB, W. 
LoNDOiT, August 6, 1878. 
Mr Dear WcinB: 

Tour kind and fTiendly letter found me in a darkened 
room. Buffering again from one of my attada of rheunutio 
gout in tlie eyes. I am onlf now well enough to use my 
eyes and my pen once more, and I hasten to ask you to 
forgive me for a delay in writing to yon which has heea, 
forced upon me, in the moat literal eenae of the word. 

Let me get away from the disagreeable aubject of myself 
and my illneeses, and beg you to accept my moat aincete 
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thanks for the gift of jora last Tohmw of poema. llj fint 
nnetral of the pleaawe of readuv is aaaooiated wiUi joor 
pages. I oti^t to want yoa that I am an inoorrigible horetio 
in the matter of modem poetry, of the aort that ia now 
popular. I poaitiTelr <]ecllne to let the poet preaoh to me or 
patale me. He ia to eipreea paaaion and Mntimeut, in lan- 
guage which is esBsntiallr intelligible aa weU aa eeaentiallr 
noble and moaioal, — or X will hare nothing to do witli him. 
Ton will now not be anrpriaed to hear that I delight in 
BTTon and Bcott, and, more eztraordinaiy still, that I am ft 
freqnent reader even of Crabbe I 

Having made my confession, I am ante yon will believe 
I apeak sinoerely when I thank yon for Bome honra of real 
pleasure, derived from your volume. Both in feeling and 
aqireaaion I find your poetiy (to use a phrase which I dmt 
much like, but which expiesaes exactly what I mean) 
"thoroutfilr aympathetic" "The Ideal," "A Dirg^" and 
" Boaemary " are three among m; chief favorites. I thank 
you again for them — and for all the rest 

I have been too completely out of the wwld to have any 
news to tell yon. Aa to literature, we are in a sadly stagnant 
state in London. And as to tho " British Theatre " the less 
(with one or two rare exceptions) said about it the better. 
Writing of the theatre, however, I am reminded that my 
*<New Uagdalen," Ada Oavendiah, sails on the 84tb. to try 
her fortune in the United States. She baa, I think, UKue 
of the divine fire in her than any other living En glish 
Mtreaa of " Drama " — and she has the two excellent qualities 
of being always eager to improve and always ready to take 
advice in her art I sm really interested in her well-doing, 
and I am specially anxious to hear iriiat you think of bw. 
Li the "Magdafen," and also in "Kiaa Owilt" (« pieoa 
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altered, from my "Armadale," by Eegnier— of the Th6&tro 
Fiansaie — and myself), she has done things vhich electrLSed 
our English audiences. If you should be au£ciently in- 
terested in her to give her a word of advice in the art she 
will be grateful, and I shall be grateful too. 

I am " bestowing my tediouanesa " on yoa without mercy, 
and my paper warns me that the time has come to Bay, for 
the present, Qood-by. Let me come to an end by expressing 
a hope that you will give me another opportunity of proving 
myself a better correepondait. ^ the meantime, with aU 
good wishes, believe me, 

Ever yours, 

WiLSIE OOLLDTS. 

When yoa see Mr. Jefferson pray remember me kindly to 



Miss Ada Cavendish (Mrs. Frank A. Mar- 
idiaU) was an actress of exceptional beauty, tal- 
ent, and charm. She first attracted attention on 
the London stage in 1863, as a performer in bur- 
lesque, and subsequently she gained distinction 
in comedy and tragedy, — acting in important 
dramas and winning fame by fine performances 
of Shakespeare's Beatrice and BoadUnd. In 
1878 she first impersonated Mercy Merrick, in 
Collins's play based on his novel " The New 
Magdalen " ; and thereafter, until the end of her 
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career, she remained identified with those hero- 
ines of his creation, Mercy Merrick and JIfttt 
GwUt Her first appearance on the American 
stage was made at Wallack's Theatre, New 
York, on September 9, 1878, and to that ind- 
dent Collins refers. He was fond of the stage, 
and his novels, — ^from several of which he de- 
rived plays, — are abundantly supplied with orig- 
inal dramatic incident. One of his effective 
dramas is based on " The Woman in Whit^" 
with which Mr. Wybert Reeve, in the character 
of Count Fosco, traversed Great Britain, the 
United States, and Canada, acting Foaco more 
than fifteen hundred times. In the following 
letter Collins makes an instructive allusion to 
one of his plays, as viewed by one of the most 
interesting members of the stage of France, the 
brilliant, much lamented Aim^Olympe DescUe 
(1886-*74) : 



90 GiiODOKSTRR Place, PoKntix Squabb, 
LoNDOV, February 10, 18^ 
Mt Dkab Wintkb: 

You were indeed happily inspired when you sent me that 
goiennu and sympathetic article in " The Tribune." Still 
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tonnented hj ilie goat, I foigot toy troublea when I apeami 
Hie newQwper, and felt tlie encoTiTagsment that I moat 
TiighTy value— I mean the ^usouragemeiit tiiat is ofieFod to 
me fay a biother-writer. 

If what I hear of this last laicenoua appropriation of my 
poor " Hae^dalen " be tme, what an effort it must have been to 
you to give your attention, even for a few hours only, to 
draioatio work so immeasurably beneath your notice I How 
did you comp^isate your intelligence for this outrage offered 
to it I7 this latest "adapts" of ideas that do not beUnig 
to faimt Did you disinfect your mind by reading, or writ- 
ing; — or did you go to bed, and aeeara the sweet oblivion of 
Bleept 

I wonder whether I ever told yoa of an entirely new view 
token of "Magdalen" by the last of the great French 
actreese»~Aimfe DeaclSe. After seeing the piece in Iiondon 
she was eager to play, on her return to Paris — Orace Son- 
herryl "Develqp the character a little more, in the last 
Bot," she said to me; "I will see that the play is tiiorougUy 
weQ translated into French — and X will make Oraee, and not 
Marcy Merriel:, the chief woman in the piece. Graoe^s 
dramatic position is magnificent: I feel it, to ray fingers' 
ends. Wait and see t " She died, poor soul, a few months 
aftoward, and Orace BMeberry will, I fear, never be properly 
acted nov. Don't forget me, my dear Wintra^-and let me 
bear from yon sometimes. I set no common value on your 
friendship and your good opinion. 

Ever yours, 

WlLEIK OOLLIHB. 

P.S. I address you as Mr. on this envelope. Our curiouslT 
common mock-title of Esquire is declared by Fenimore 
Cooper to ba a spedes of insult, and even a violation <d tbo 
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Oooiatitntion of ^ TTnitod States, when attadied to Gib 
name of an American citizen. Is that great ICaster (ihanifr 
foU; andoralued by Americana of the praeent dayt) ri^tt 
or wrong about Esq.! K.B. I have just been reading "The 
Deetslajrer" for the fifth time. 



On the occasion of my last meeting with Col* 
lins, which occurred at his hous^ No. 82 Wimpole 
St, near Cavendish Square, London, not long 
before his death (on September 28, 1889), we 
sat together from noon till after midnight, talk- 
ing of many subjects, — ^men, wcnnen, books, 
opinions, feelings, and events, — and then, as 
often before, I had occasion to appreciate his 
copious knowledge, fine discernment, and vigor- 
ous, novel thought. At that time, and indeed 
throu^xnit his later years, he was obliged, occa- 
sionally, to consume laudanum. He had orig- 
inally been compelled to use that drug because 
of excruciating pain, caused by riieumatic gout 
in the eyes, and it had become to him, more or 
less, an indispensable anodyne. In the course of 
the evening that medicine was brought to him, 
and, naturally, he adverted to its properties and 
effects. 
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*' My suffering was so great," he said, '* when 
I was writing ' The Moonstone,' that I could 
not control myself and keep quiet. My cries and 
groans so deeply distressed my amanuen^s, to 
whom I was dictating, that he could not continue 
his work, and had to leave me. After that I 
employed several other men, with the same re- 
sult: no one of them could endure the strain. At 
last I engaged a young woman, stipulating that 
she must utterly disregard my sufferings and 
attend solely to my words. This she declared 
that she could and would do, and this, to my 
amazement (because the most afflicting of my 
attacks came ujwn me after her arrival) , she in- 
dubitably and exactly did. I was blind with 
pain, and I lay on tiie couch writhing and groan- 
ing. In that condition and under those drcum- 
stances I dictated the greater part of ' The 
Moonstone.' " 

Collins mentioned, I remonber, that the acces- 
sion of pain began at tiie pdnt where Miss Clack 
is introduced into the narrative, so that the essen- 
tially humorous part of that fascinating story 
was composed by its indomitable author when 
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he was almost frenzied with physical torture. 
The art of the fabric, nevertheless, is perfect: the 
invention never flags; the playful, satirical 
bumor> with its vein of veiled scorn for canting 
hypocrisy, meanness, and spite, flows on in a 
smooth, silver ripple of felicitous words, and the 
sfyle is crystal clear. " Opium sometimes hurts," 
he said, that day, " but also, sometimes, it helps. 
In general, people know nothing about it." He 
then referred to the experience of Sir Walter 
Scott, in the enforced use of laudanum, when 
writing " The Bride of Lammermoor," — an ex- 
perience that is related in Lockhart's noble life 
of that great author. 

Mention was made of Coleridge and of De 
Quincey, and of the elder Lord Lytton (Bul- 
wer) , all of whom had recourse to opium. " I 
very well remember the poet Coleridge," Col- 
Uns siud: " be often came to my father's house, 
and my father and mother were dose friends of 
his. One day he came there and was in great 
distress, saying that it was wrong for him to take 
opium, but that he could not reast the craving 
for it, although he made every possible effort to 
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do so. His grief was excessiTe. He even shed 
tears. At last my mother addressed him, say- 
ing: 'Mr. Coleridge, do not cry; if the opium 
really does you any good, and you must have it, 
yrhy do you not go and get it? ' At this the 
poet ceased to weep, recovered his composure, 
and, turning to my father, said, with an air of 
much relief and deep conviciion: ' Collins, your 
wife is an exceedingly sensible woman I * I sup- 
pose that he did not long delay to act upon my 
mother's suggestion. I was a boy at the time, 
but the incident made a strong impres^on on 
my mind, and I could not forget it. Coleridge 
had brilliant eyes and a very sweet voice." 

The reader must not infer, from what is here 
said, that WiUde Collins was a man of weak 
character, self-indulgent, and subservient to the 
" opium habit." Such an inference would be 
imjust to the memory of a great writer and a 
noble person. The works of CoUins, which fill 
more than twenty-one volumes, bear dedsive tes- 
timony to the poise of his intellect, the opulence 
of his genius, the incessancy of his labor, Hk 
copious wealth of his invention, the breadth of 
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his knowledge of Uf e» the ardency of his sympa- 
thetic emotion, and, ahove all, the sturdy inde- 
pendence and adamantine solidity of his charac- 
ter. He possessed an extraordinary mind> and 
in adding a body of original, vital, imaginative 
fiction to the literature of hb country he accom- 
plished an eztraordinaiy work. But during the 
greater part of his life he was an invalid, and, 
remembering the circumstances under which he 
wrote, it is amazing that he accomplished so 
much. One denotement of his potent individual- 
ity is the uniform texture of his style, — a style 
that is unique. He portrayed many characters, 
and it is notable that those characters, with little 
exception, express themselves in one and the same 
verbal form: the faculty, possessed in sudi a mar- 
vellous degree by Sha^peare and by Sir Walter 
Scott, of making each person speak in exact ac- 
cordance with his or her personality, he did not 
employ: yet every character that he drew is dis- 
tinctly individual, and, t^ a certain subtle magic 
of artistic skill, it is made to seem to be talking 
in a perfectly individual manner. Consummate 
ar^ thus exemplified, is not achieved with a dis- 
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ordered intellect, Personal observation of Col- 
lins, furthermore, found him exceptionally self- 
possessed, firm in mind, clear in thought, digni- 
fied yet gentle in manner, the embodiment of the 
sweet gravity and involuntary grace that fancy 
associates with the ideal of such men as Cowley 
and Addison. His aspect was singular and in- 
teresting. When seated he appeared to be a 
portly man, but when he stood that impression 
was dispelled. His head was large and leonine. 
His eyes were hazel. He wore an ample beard. 
His body was small, his shoulders were slightly 
stooped, and his limbs were, seemingly, attenu- 
ated. His walk was slow and feeble, — that of a 
person who had been weakened by great pain. 
His voice, though low, was dear, kindly, and 
winning, and his demeanor was marked by the 
formal courtesy that is commonly ascribed to 
persons designated as survivors of "the old 
school." That formal bearing, which, in fact, 
was involuntary distinction, did not lessen his 
geniaHty of companionship. He freely partid- 
pated in sodid enjoyments, but it was in the com- 
munion of intellectual taste that he especially 
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lejdced, and it was through the medium of such 
commuDion, as his writings prove, that he im- 
parted the most of pleasure and benefit. As a 
writer be tau^t, — not by didacticism but by 
suggestion, — ^purity of living and charity of feel- 
ing, and as a man he was the inspiration of nobil- 
ity to every person who came within the scope 
of his influence, and especially to those who were 
blessed with his f riendslup. 

In matters of taste Collins was epicurean. 
The perfection of enjoyment, he assured me, is 
only to be obtained when you are at sea, in a 
luxurious, well-appointed steam yacht, in lovely 
sununer weather. One of his eccentricities re- 
sulted from his inordinate liking for black pep- 
per: " It is sddom provided at dinner tables to 
which I repair," be said, " and therefore I take 
care to provide it myself." He did; and pleas- 
urable it was to see the droll gravity with which 
he produced that condiment. His ways were 
ever ingenuous and characteristic. His reminis- 
cent talk was charming, — the word-pictures tiiat 
he made of authors whom he had seen and 
known, such as Thomas Hood, Douglas Jerrold, 
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and Thackeray, being, in effect, like perfect 
cameos. Here is a characteristic letter, affording 
a glimpse of his boyhood : 

90 QLonoBHTBa Place, Fobtuan Squabb, W. 
London, Septembw Srd, 1881. 
■Uy Dbab Wihteb: 

If 70U hare Ion? since dismisaed me from memory, you 
have only treated on inexcusably bad correspondent as ha 
deserrea. When I was at achool, — perpetually getting pun- 
ished SB " a bad boy," — the master used to turn me to good 
moral account, as a means of TUf^Ving hie model scholars 
ashamed of &eir occasional lapses into misconduct; "If it 
had been Collins I should not have felt shocked and sur- 
prised. Nobody expecU anything of him. But Toult" — 
etc., etc. 

In the hope that you, by this time^ ''ei^ect nothing of 
Collins " I venture to ^ipeal to your indulgence^ In the 
intervals of rheumatic gout I still write stories — and I 
send to you, by re^stered book-post, my latest ^ort, called 
"The Black Bobe," in the belief that you will "give me 
another chance," and honor me by aocfipting the vork. It 
is thought, on ihe European side of the AlJantic, in Roman 
Catholic countries as well as in Proteataat England, to be 
the best thing I have written for somo time. And it la 
memorable to me as having produced a freely offered gift 
of fort? pounds from one of the pirates who have seised it 
on the American ridel I I 

I write with your new editions, — bo kindly sent to me, — 
in the nearest book-case. In the Poems I rejoice to see my 
qiedol favorites indnded in the new publioatiott—" The 
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Ideal," "BoBenurj" and die exqniflitel; tender TCnnea which 
a>ahrin6 the memoiy of " Ada Clara." 

I have heard of jou from Uiaa CavendiBb. Uaj I hope to 
hear of jva next— from ronrself t 

Alwara tmlr joiaa, 

WiLsiK OoLun. 

His place is with the great masters of English 
fiction. He did not copy the surfaces of common 
life, calling the product " nature," and vaunting 
it as truth. He knew how to sdect and bow to 
combine, and he possessed the great art of deli- 
cate exaggeration. In the telling of his stories he 
created characters, and he made them live. His 
employment of accessories, — ^meaning scenery, 
whether dvic or rural; climate; atmosphere; 
doud; sunshine; nun; the sound of the sea, or 
the ripple of leaves in the wind ; morning or even- 
ing, or midnight, — is exact in its fitness and un- 
erring in its effect In that respect, as in his 
devotion to romance, he followed in the footsteps 
of the chieftain of tiie whole inspired band. 
Sir WaltOT Scott, — whom he designated, in 
writing to me, " the Prince, the King, the Em- 
peror, the God Almighty of novelists." He was 
deeply interested in bis own time, in the advance- 
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ment of dvilization and the consequent promo- 
tion of the public welfare. He spoke and wrote 
with satirical contempt of the obstructive wor- 
ship of old things, — especially in Literature and 
Painting, — merely because they are old. He 
cordially recognized and welcomed meritorious 
achicTcment in any and every line of contem- 
porary endeavor, and quite as cordially be con- 
demned contemporary pretence. He was the 
soul of honesty. He lived a good life: and he is 
remembered not only with honor but with love. 
It happened that I was travelling from Lon- 
don to Paris when the death of Collins occurred, 
and I was unable to attend his funeral. A little 
later, aboard the steamship Aiu'ania, in nud- 
ocean, October 10, 1889, I wrote the commemo- 
rative lines which f oUow. 



Often and often, when the days were dark 
And, whether to Temember or behold. 
Life was a burden, and my heart, grown old 

With sorrow, scarce was conscious, did I mai^ 
How from thy distant place acroBs the sea, 
Vibrant with hope and with emotion free. 
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Thy voice of cheer roee like Hie tnomiiig lark— - 
And that was comfort if not joy to met 

F<» in the weakness of our human grief 
The mind that does not break and will not bend 
Teaches endurance as die one true friend. 

The steadfast anchor and tbe sure relief. 
That was thy word, and what thy precept taught 
Thy life made regnant in one Uviog thought. 



Thy vision saw the halo of romance 
Bonnd every common thing that men behold. 
Thy lucid art could turn to predoua gold, — 
like roseate motes that in the sunbeams dance, — 
Whatever object met thy kindling glance. 
And in that mirror life was never cold. 
A gracious warmHi suffused thy sparling page. 
And woman's passionate heart by thee was drawn. 
With sll the glorious colors of the dawn. 
Against the background of this pagan age— 
Her need of love, her sacrifice, her trance 
Of patient pain, her weary pilgrimage 1 
Thou knewest all of grief that can be known. 
And didst portray all sorrows bat thine own. 

in 

Whne shall I turn, now that thy lips are dumb 
And nigjit is on the eyes that loved me wdlt 
What other voice, across thy dying kneQ, 

With like triumphant notes of power will comet 
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Alast ID7 ravaged Iieart is still and nnmb' 
With ttiinlring of ihe black tliat must mnainl 
Yet be it minft, amid these wastes of pain. 
Where all must falter and where masij unk. 
To st^ the foot of nuBery on the brink 
Of daik despair, to bid blind sorrow see — 
Teaching that human will breaks evetj chain 
When once endurance sets the spirit free; 
And, living thus thy perfect faith, to think 
1 am to otlierB what thou wert to me. 



X. 

GEORGE WILLIAM CURTI& 

In my youth I was often privileged to sit by 
the fireside of the poet Longfellow, and with his 
encouragement and under his guidance I entered 
upon that service of literature to whidi, humbly 
but earnestly, my life has been devoted. Long- 
fellow possessed a great and peculiar fascination 
for youth. He naturally attracted to himself all 
unsophisticated spirits; and, as I did not then 
know, but subsequently learned, he naturally at- 
tracted to himself all persons intrinmcally noble. 
His gentleness was elementaL His tact was iner- 
rant. His patience never failed. As I recall 
him, I am conscious of a beautiful spirit ; a lovely 
life; a perfect image of continence, wisd<nn, dig- 
nity, sweetness, and grace. In Longfdlow's 
home, the old Craigie mansion at Cambridge, 
Massachusetts, on an autumn evening more than 
fifty years ago, was assembled a brilliant com- 



224 OLD FRIENDS 

pany; and as I entered the large drawing-Toom, 
which now is the library, one figure in particular 
attracted my gaze. It was a young man, lithe, 
slender, faultlessly apparelled, very handsome, 
who rose at my approach, turning upon me a 
countenance that beamed with kindness, and a 
smile that was a welcome from the heart. His 
complexion was fair. His hair was brown, long, 
and waving. His features were regular and of 
exquisite refinement. His eyes were blue. His 
bearing was that of manly freedom and uncon- 
ventional grace, and yet it was that of absolute 
dignity. He had the manner of the natural 
aristocrat — a manner that is bom, not made; a 
manner that is never found except in persons 
who are self-centred without being selfish; 
who are intrinsically noble, simple, and true. 
I was introduced to him by Longfellow: and 
then and thus it was that I first beheld George 
William Curtis. From that hour until the 
day he died I was honored with his friend- 
ship, now become a hallowed memory. That 
meeting was more than once recalled between 
us; and as I look back to it, across the varied 
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landscape of inteirening years, I see it as a pre- 
cious and altogether exceptional experience. It 
was a hand dispensing nothing but blessings 
which bestowed that incomparable boon, — ^the 
illustrious, venerated hand of the foremost poet 
of America. It was the splendid munificence 
of Longfellow that gave the benediction of 
Curtis. 

It is not because he was a friend of mine that 
I try to assist in the commemoration of him; it 
is because he was a great person. The career 
of Curtis was rounded and complete. The splen* 
did structure of his character stands before the 
world hke a monument of gold. It is not for 
his sake that tribute is laid upon the shrine of 
memory; it is for our own. Not to express hom- 
age for a pubhc benefactor is to fail in self- 
respect. Not to reverence a noble and exem- 
plary character is to forego a benefit that is indi- 
vidual as well as social. Nowhere else can so 
much strength be derived as from the contempla- 
tion of men and women who pass through the 
vicissitudes of human experience, the ordeal of 
life and death, not without action and not with- 
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out feeling, but calmly and bravely, vithout 
fever and without fear. There is nothing greater 
in this world, nor can there be an}rtiiing greater 
in the world to come, than a perfectly pure, tru^ 
resolute soul. When the old Scotch Lord Bal- 
merino was awaiting the block, on Tower HiU, — 
in expiation of bis alleged treason to the House 
of Hanover, — he wrote a few great words, that 
ought to be forever remembered. " The man 
who is not fit to die," he said, " is not fit to live." 
That was the voice of a hero. An image of 
heroism like that is of inestimable value, and it 
alttdes in the soul as a perpetual benediction. In 
Shakespeare's tragedy, when the foes of Brutus 
are seeking to capture him on the field of 
battle, his friend LuctUus, whom tiiey have 
already taken, denotes, in two consummate 
lines, the same inspiring ideal of superb 
stability: 

When ;oa do find him, or alive or dead. 
He will be found like BrutDS, like himaelf. 

That mi^t always have been said of Curtis. In 
every duty faithful; in every trial adequate; in 
every attribute of nobility perfect, — 
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Efl taught UB how to lir^ and — lAi, too hi^ 

Hie prioQ for knowledge!— tHBght tu how to die. 

It is not the adueronent of Curtis, howerer, 
that lingers most lovingly in the memory; it is 
the character. The authoritatiTe, final word 
upon his works will be spoken hy posterity. 

" When a nd^bor dies " (so Curtis wrote, in 
his wise, sympathetic sketch of the beloved and 
lamented Theodore Wintbrop), "his form and 
quali^ appear clearly, as if be bad been dead a 
thousand years. Then we see what we only felt 
before. Heroes in history seem to us poetic be- 
cause tiiey are there. But if we should tell the 
ample Iruth of some of our neighbors it would 
sound like poetry. ..." 

The truth about Curtis has that sound now» 
and more and more it will have that sound as 
time proceeds. It is the stoiy of a man of genius 
whose pure life and splendid powers were de- 
voted to the ministry of beauty and to the self- 
sacrificing service of mankind. The superficial 
facts of that story, indeed, are familiar and 
usual. It was the inspiration of than that made 
them poetic, — ^that profound, intuitive sense of 
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the obligation of noble living which cwntrolled, 
fashioned, and directed his every thought and 
deed. The incidents customary in the life of a 
man of letters are scarcely more important than 
were the migrations of the Ficar of Wakefield 
from the brown bed to the blue and from the blue 
bed back again to the brown. He moves from 
place to place; he has ill fortune and good fort- 
une; he gains and loses; he rejoices and suffers; 
he writes books: and he is not justly appreci- 
ated imtil he is dead. Curtis was a man of let- 
ters, bom, in 1824, in our American Venice, the 
New England city of Providence; bom nearly 
two months before the death of Byron (so near, 
in literature, we always are to the great names of 
the past), and a boy of eight in that dark year 
which ended the illustrious lives of Goethe and 
Sir Walter Scott. It has been usual to ascribe 
the direction of his career to the influence of his 
juvenile experience at Brook Farm, in Roxbury, 
where he redded from 1840 to 1844 ; but it should 
be remembered that the Brook Farm ideal was 
in his mind before he went there, — the ideal of a 
social existence regulated by absolute justice and 
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adorned by absolute beauty. In that idyllic re- 
treat, that earthly Eden, conceived and founded 
by the learned and gentle George Ripley as a 
home for all the beatitudes and all the arts, and 
later, at Concord, his young mind, no doubt, was 
stimulated by some of the most invigorating 
forces that ever were liberated upon human 
thought: Theodore Parker, who was incarnate 
truth; the mystical spirit of Channing; the reso- 
lute, intrepid Charles Anderson Dana, the som- 
bre, imaginative Hawthorne; the audacious intel- 
lect and indomitable will of Margaret Fuller; 
and, greatest of all, the heaven-eyed thought of 
Emerson. But the preordination of that mind to 
the service of justice, beauty, and humanity was 
germinal in itself. Curtis began wisely, because 
he followed the star of his destiny. He was wise, 
in boyhood, when he went to Brook Farm. He 
was wiser still in early manhood, having formally 
adopted the vocation of literature, when he 
sought the haunted lands of the Orient, and 
foimd inspiration and theme in subjects that 
were novel because their scene was both august 
and remote. On that expedition, consuming 
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four pTedous years, he penetrated into the coun- 
try of the Nile, and he roamed in Arabia and 
Syria. He stood before the Sphinx and he 
knelt at the Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem. It 
is a privilege to be able to add, since he was an 
American humorist, that he did not endeavor 
to be comic. Curtis was a humorist, but he 
was not the hiimorist who grins amid the 
sculptures of Westminster Abbey. He was 
a humorist as Addison was, whom he much 
resonbled. He looked upon life with tranquil, 
penfflve, kindly eyes. He exulted in all of good- 
ness that it contmns ; he touched its foibles with 
bland, whimsical drollery; he would have made 
all persons happy by making them all noble, 
serene, gentle, and patient. Such a mind could 
degrade nothing. Least of all could it degrade 
dignity with sport, or antiquity with ridicule. 
He looked at the statue of Memnon, and he saw 
that " serene repose is the attitude and character 
of godlike grandeur." " Those forms," he said, 
*' impress man with himself. In them we no 
longer succumb to the landscape, but sit, indi- 
vidual and imperial, under the sky, by the moun- 



GEOKGE WILLIAM CUKTIS 331 

tains and the river. Man is magnified in Mem- 
non." He stood among the ruined temples of 
Ennent, and he saw Cleopatra, glorious in beauty; 
upon the throne of Rameses, and he uttered nd- 
ther a scrap of morality nor a figment of jest. 
" Nothing Egyptian," he said, " is so cognate to 
our warm human sympathy as the neb romance 
of Cleopatra and her Roman lovers." . . . 
*' The great persons and events," he added, " that 
notch time in passing, do so because Nature gave 
them such an excessive and exaggerated impulse 
that wherever they touch they leave their mark; 
and that intense himianity secures human sym- 
pathy b^ond the most beautiful balance, which, 
indeed, the angels love and we are beginning to 
appredate." 

That was the spirit in which he rambled, 
and saw, and wrote. " The highest value of 
travel," he urged, " is not the accumulation 
of facts, but the perception of tbdr signifi- 
cance." In those true words he made his com- 
ment, not simply upon the immediate and local 
scene, but upon the whole wide stage of human 
activity and experience. He was wise, when he 
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began to labor for the Present, thus to fortify 
himself with the meaning of the Past. Those 
early books of his, " Nile Notes," and the 
" Howadji in Syria," glow with the authentic 
vitality of nature, — her warmth, color, copious 
profusion, and exultant joy, — and they are 
buoyant with the ardor of an auspicious, un- 
saddened soul. But they are exceptionally pre- 
cious for their guidance to the springs of his 
character. In the " Syria " there is a passage 
that, perhaps, furnishes the key to his whole 
career. He is speaking of successful persons, 
and he says this: "... Success is a delusion. 
It is an attainment — but who attains? It is the 
horizon, always bounding our path, and therefore 
never gained. The Pope, triple-crowned, and 
borne, with flabella, through St. Peter's, is not 
successful, — for he might be canonized into a 
saint. Pygmalion, before his perfect statue, is 
not successful, — ^for it might live. Raphael, fin- 
ishing the Sistine Madonna, is not successful, — 
for her beauty has revealed to him a finer and 
an unattainable beauty." 

In those words you perceive the spirit of com- 
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prehensive, sweet, and tolerant reason that was 
ever the conspicuous attribute of his mind. Those 
words denote, indeed, the inherent forces that 
governed him to the last,— perception and prac- 
tical remembrance of what has already been ac- 
complished, and the realization that human life 
is not final achievement but is endless endeavor. 

Curtis occasionally wrote verse, but to the 
poetic laurel he made no pretension. In 1868 
he delivered before a society, at Providence, 
called the Sons of Rhode Island, a poem of four 
hundred and eighteen lines, called " A Rhyme 
of Rhode Island and the Times," which incor- 
porates an impassioned psean for the fli^ of the 
United States, manifests his patriotic ardor, 
shows the quality of his diction in verse, and indi- 
cates that if he had chosen to cultivate the rhyth- 
mical style that was dominant in the eighteenth 
century he might have become expert in the use 
of it. Poetry, however, was not his natural vo- 
cation. A *' fine fren^," as Shakespeare calls 
it, is inseparable from the temperament of 
the poet. He must not yield his mind abso- 
lutely to its control, but, he must be capa- 
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ble of it and he must guide and direct its 
course. He must not, with Savage and kindred 
outcasts, abdicate the supremacy of the soul. 
He must, with Shakespeare and with Goethe 
(to borrow the fine figure of Addison) , " ride on 
the whirlwind and direct the storm." The con- 
duct of his life must not be a delirium; but the 
capability of wildness must, inevitably, be a part 
of his nature. Conventionalify is boimded by 
four walls. Unless the heart of the poet be pas- 
sionate he cannot move the hearts of others, and 
the poet who does not touch the heart is a poet 
of no importance. Curtis was a man of deep 
poetic sensibility. In that idyllic composition, 
*' Prue and I," the poetic atmosphere is inva- 
riably sustained, and it is invariably beautiful. 
The use of poetic quotation, wherever it occurs, 
throughout his writings, is remarkably fdic- 
itous, — as in his book " Lotus-Eating," writ- 
ten in 1861, — and it manifests keen appre- 
ciation of the poetic element. His analy- 
sis of the genius of Bryant, in his noble ora- 
tion before the Century Club, in 1878, is not 
less subtle than potential, and it leaves nothing 
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to be said. His perception of the ideal, — as 
when he wrote upon *' Hsmlet," with the spirit- 
ual mind and princelike figure of Edwin Booth 
in that character, — was equally profound and 
comprehensiTe, and as fine and delicate as it was 
uzterringly true. There can be little doubt that 
he was conscious, originally, of a strong impulse 
toward poetry, but that this was restricted and 
presently was diverted into other channels, partly 
by the stress of his philosophical temperament, 
and partly by the untoward force of iron cir- 
cumstance. His nature was not without fervor, 
but it was the fervor of moral and spiritual en- 
thusiasm, not of passion. His faculties and feel- 
ings were exquisitely poised, and I do not think 
there ever was a time in all his life when that 
perfect sanity was disturbed by any inordimite 
waywardness or any blast of storm. The benign 
and potent but utterly dispassionate influence of 
Emerson touched his responsive spirit, at the be- 
ginning of his career, and, beneath that mystic 
and wonderful spell of Oriental contemplation 
and bland and sweet composure, his destiny was 
fulfilled. Like gravitates to like. Each indi- 
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vidual sways by that power, whatsoever it be, to 
which in nature he is the most closely attuned. 
The poetic voice of Emerson was the voice not 
of the hmnan heart, but of the pantheistic spirit. 
In Curtis the poetic voice was less remote and 
more human; but it was of kindred, elusive qual- 
ity. It was not often heard. It sounded very 
sweetly in his tender lyric: 

Sing the song that once you simg. 
When we were together young. 
When there were but you and I 
Underneath the summer sky. 

Sing the song, and o'er and o'er — 
But I know that nevermore 
Will it be the song you sung 
When we were together young. 

There can be no higher mission than that of 
the poet, but there are vocations that exact more 
direct practical effort and involve more imme- 
diate practical results. One of those vocations 
early and largely absorbed the mind of Curtis. 

To persons of the present day it would be dif- 
ficult to impart an adequate idea of the state of 
political feeling that existed in New England 
about 1B55. The passage of the Fugitive 
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Slave Law, whidi was regarded as the culmina- 
tion of a long series of encroachments, had in- 
spired a tremendous resentment, and the com- 
munity was seething with bitterness and conflict. 
The effusive, hysterical novel of " Uncle Tom's 
Cabin " had blazoned the national evil of 
slavery, and bad aroused and inflamed thou- 
sands of hearts against it, as a sin and a dis- 
grace. Theodore Parker, that moral and intel- 
lectual giant, was preaching, in the Boston Music 
Hall. The passionate soul of Thomas Starr 
King poured forth its melodious fervor, in the 
old diurch in Hollis Street Sumner, Phillips, 
Wilson, Giddings, Hale, and Burlingame. in 
Faneuil Hall, and elsewhere, were pleading the 
cause of the slave and the purification of the 
flag. The return of Anthony Bums from Bos- 
ton, in June, 1854, when the courthouse was sur- 
rounded by chains and by soldiers, and when 
State Street was commanded by cannon, al- 
though perfectly legal, was felt, by every free- 
man, as an act of monstroiis tyranny, and as the . 
consummation of national shame. The mtu^er- 
ous assault on Sumner, committed, in the United 
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States Senate chamber, by Brooks of South 
Carohna, had aroused all that was best of manly; 
pride and moral purpose in the North, and, from 
the moment when that blow was struck, ereiy. 
man not blinded by folly knew that the end of 
human slavery in the Republic must inevitably 
come. There never had been seen in our polit- 
ical history so wild a tide of enthusiasm as that 
which swept through the New England States, 
bearing onward the standard of Fremont, in 
1856. Statesmen, indeed, there were, foresee- 
ing and dreading civil war, who steadily coun- 
selled moderation and compromise. Edward 
Everett was one of those pacificators, and Rufus 
Choate was uiother. Choate, in Faneuil Hall, 
delivered one of the most enchanting orations 
of his life, in solemn and passionate warning 
agiunst those impetuous zealots of freedom who, 
as he beheld them, were striving to rend asun- 
der the colossal crag of national unity, already 
smitten by the lightning and riven from summit 
to base. And it must be admitted, and it needs 
no apology, that the conviction of generous 
patriotism, in those wild days of wrath and tem- 
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pest, was tbe cc»iTiction that a Union under 
which every citizen of every free State was, by 
the law, made a hunter of negro slaves for a 
Southern driver, was not only worthless but 
infamous. Conservatives, cynics, mercenary, 
scheming politicians, and timid friends of peace 
might hesitate, and palter with the occasion, and 
seek to evade the issue and postpone the strug- 
gle; but the general drift of New England senti- 
ment was all the other way. Old political lines 
disappeared. The everlasting bickerings of 
Protestant and Catholic were for a moment 
hushed. The Enow-Nothings vanished. The 
thin ghosts of the old silver-gray Whig party, 
led by Bell and Everett, moaned feebly at part- 
ing, and faded into air. Elsewhere in the nation 
tbe lines of party conflict were sharply drawn; 
but in New England one determination ani- 
mated every bosom, — ^the determination that 
human slavery should perish. The sjurit that 
walked abroad was the spirit of Concord Bridge 
and Bunker Hill. The silent voices of Samuel 
Adams and James Otis were silent no more. 
" My ancestor fell at Lexington," said old Joel 
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Parker, — ^then over threescore years of age, — 
** and I am ready to shed more of the same blood 
in the same cause." It was a tremendous epoch 
in New England histoiy, and those persons who 
were youths in it felt their hearts aflame with 
holy ardor in a righteous cause. I was myself 
a follower of the Pathfinder, and a speaker for 
him, in that stormy time, assailing Choate and 
Caleb Cushing, and other giants of the adverse 
faction, with the freedom and confidence that 
are possible only to xmlimited moral enthusiasm. 
What a different world it was f rran the world of 
to-day 1 How sure we were that all we desired 
to do was wise and right 1 How plainly we saw 
our duty, and how eager we were for the onset 
and the strife I If we could only have foreseen 
the beatific condition of the present, I wonder if 
that zeal would have cooled. Some of us have 
grown a little weary of rolling the Sisyphus 
stone of benevolence, for the aggrandizement of 
a selfish multitude, careless of everything except 
its sensual enjoyment. But it was a glorious 
enthusiasm while it lasted. 
Into that conflict, of Bight against Wrong, 
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Curtis threw himself, with all his soul. His 
reputation as a speaker had already been estab- 
lished. He had made his first public address in 
1851, before the New York National Academy 
of Design, discussing " Contemporary Artists 
of Europe," and in 18A8 he had formally 
adopted the Platform as a vocation; and it con- 
tinued to be a part of his vocation for the next 
twenty years. He was everywhere popular in 
the lyceum, and he now brought into the more 
turbulent field of politics the dignity of the 
scholar, the refinement and grace of the gentle- 
man, and all the varied equipments of the zealous 
and accomplished advocate, the caustic satirist, 
and the impasaoned champion of the rights of 
man. I first heard him speak on politics, mak- 
ing an appeal for Fr^ont, at a popular con- 
vention in the town of Fitchburg. It was on a 
summer day, under canvas, but almost in the 
open air. The assemblage was large. Curtis 
followed Horace Greeley, with whose peculiar 
drawl and rustic aspect his princelike demeanor 
and lucid and sonorous rhetoric were in striking 
contrast Neither of those men was worldly- 
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wise; neither was versed in political duplicity* 
Greeley, no doubt, had then the advantage in 
political wisdom; but Curtis was the orator, and, 
while Curtis spoke, the hearts of that multitude 
were first lured and entranced by the golden 
tones of his delicious voice, and then were shaken, 
as with a whirlwind, by the righteous fervor of 
his magnificent enthusiasm. It was the diamond 
morning blaze of i>erf ect doquence. He contin- 
ued to speak for that cause, — everywhere with 
great effect; and down to the war-time, and dur^ 
ing the war-time, the principles which are the 
basis of the American Republic had no cham- 
pion more eloquent or more sincere. He aban- 
doned the platform as a regular employment in 
1878; but he never altogether ceased the exer- 
cise of that matchless gift of oratory for whidi 
he was remarkable and by which he was enabled 
to accomplish so much good and diffuse so much 
happiness. 

, In that domain he came to his zenith. The 
art in which Curtis excelled his contemporaries 
was the art of oratory. Many other authors 
KTote better in verse, and some others wrote as 
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well in prose. Hawthorne, Motley, Lowell, 
Whipple, Giles, Mitdiell, Warner, and Sted- 
man were masters of style. Sut in the felidty 
of speech Curtis was supreme above all other 
men of his generation. My reference is to the 
period frmn 1860 to 1890. Oratory as it existed 
in America in the previous epoch has no living 
representative. Curtis was the last orator of the 
great school of Everett, Sunmer, and Wendell 
Phillips. His model, in so far as he had a model, 
W&8 Sumner, and the style of Sunmer was based 
on that of Burke. But Curtis had heard more 
magical voices than those, for he had heard Dan- 
iel Webster and Rufus Cfaoate; and, although 
he was averse to their politics, he could profit hy 
their example. Webster and Choat^ eacii in a 
different way, were perfection. The eloquence 
of Webster had the affluent potentiality of the 
rising sun; of the lonely mountain; of the long, 
regular, successive surges of the resounding sea. 
His periods were as ludd as the light. His 
logic was irresistible. His facts came on in a 
solid phalanx of overwhelming power. His 
tones .were crystal-dear. His magnificent £e> 
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son towered in dignity and seemed colossal in 
its imperial grandeur. His voice grew in vol- 
ume as he became more and more aroused, and 
his language, glowing with the fire of convictioDf 
rose and swelled and broke like the great ninth 
wave that shakes the soHd crag. His speech, 
however, was addressed always to the reason, 
never to the imagination. The eloquence of 
Rufus Choate, on the other hand, was the pas- 
sionate enchantment of the actor and the poet, 
an eloquence in which the listener felt the rush 
of the tempest, and beard the crash of breakers, 
and the howling of frantic gales, and the sobbing 
wail of homeless winds, in bleak and haunted 
regions of perpetual night. He began calmly, 
often in a tone that was hardly more than a whis- 
per; but, as he proceeded, the whole man was 
gradually absorbed and transfigured, as into a 
fountain of fire, which then poured forth, in one 
tumultuous and overwhelming torrent of mel- 
ody, the iridescent splendors of description, and 
appeal, and himior, and pathos, and invective, 
and sarcasm, and poetry, and beauty— till the 
listener lost all consciousness of self and was 
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borne away as on a golden river flowing to a 
land of dreams. The vocabulary of that orator 
seemed literally to have no limit His voice 
sounded every note, from a low, piercing whisper 
to a shrill, sonorous scream. His remarkable 
appearance, furthermore, enhanced the magic of 
his speech. The tall, gaunt, vital figure, the 
symmetrical head, the clustered hair,— once 
black, now faintly touched with gray, — ^the ema- 
ciated, haggard countenance, the pallid olive 
complexion, the proud Arabian features, the 
mournful, flaming hrown eyes, the imperial de- 
meanor, and wild and lawless grace, — ^all those 
attributes of a strange, poetic personality com- 
mingled with the boundless resources of his elo- 
quence to rivet the spell of altogether excep- 
tional character and genius. In singular con- 
trast with Choate was still another great orator 
whom Curtis heard, — and about whom he has 
written, — ^that consummate scholar and rhet- 
orician Edward Everett. There is no statelier 
figure in American history. If Everett had been 
as puissant in character as he was ample in 
scholarship, and as rich in emotion as he was fine 
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in intellect, he would have been the peerless won- 
der of the age. He was a person of singular 
beauty. His form was a Kttle above the middle 
height and perfectly proportioned. His head 
was beautifully formed and exquisitely poised. 
His closely clustering hair was as wtute as silver. 
His features were regular; his eyes were dark; 
his coimtenance was pale, refined, and cold. His 
aspect was formal and severe. He dressed habit- 
ually in black, often wearing aroimd his neck a 
thin gold duun, outside of his coat. His elo- 
quence was the perfection of art. I heard him 
often, and in every one of his orations, — except 
the magnificent one that he gave in Faneuil Hall 
on the death of Rufus Choate, which was su- 
preme and seemingly spontaneous,— his art was 
distinctly obvious. He began in a level tone 
and with a fonnal manner. He spoke without 
a manuscript, and whether lus speech was long 
or short he never missed a word nor made an 
error. As he proceeded, his countenance kin- 
dled and his figure began to move. With action 
be was profuse, and every one of his gestures 
had the beauty of a mathematical curve and the 
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certainty of mathematical demonstration. His 
movement suited his words; his pauses were ex- 
actiy timed; his finely modulated voice rose and 
fell, with rhythmic beat; and his polished periods 
flowed from his hps with limpid fluency and deli- 
cious cadence. A distinguishing attribute of his 
art was its elaborate complexity. In his noble 
oration on Washington, when be came to con- 
trast the hones^ of that patriot with the alleged 
mercNiary greed of Marlborough, it was not 
with words alone that he pointed his moral, but 
with a gracefuU energetic blow upon his pocket 
that mingled the jingle of coin with the accents 
of scorn. One speech of his, I remember, — as far 
back as 1852, — contained a description of the visi- 
ble planets and constellations in the midnij^t sky; 
and his verbal pageantry was so magnificent that 
almost, I thought, it might take its place among 
them. 

Such was the sdiool of oratory in which Cur- 
tis studied and in which his style was formed. 
It no longer exists. The oratory of a later day 
is characterized by colloquialian, familiarity, and 
onnic anecdote. Curtis maintained the dignity 
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of the old order. Some of my i-eaders. perhaps* 
remember the charm of his maimer, — how subtle 
it was, yet seemingly how simple; how com- 
pletely it convinced and satisfied; how it clarified 
intelligence; how it ennobled feehng. One se- 
cret of it, no doubt, was its perfect sincerity. 
Noble himself, and speaking only for right, and 
truth, and beauty, he addressed nobility in others. 
That consideration would expl^n the moral and 
the genial authority of his eloquence. The total 
effect of it, however, was attributable to his ex- 
quisite, inexplicable art. He could make an ex- 
temporaneous speech, but, as a rule, his speedies 
were carefully prepared. They had not always 
been written, but they had been composed and 
considered. He possessed absolute self-control; 
a keen sense of symmetry and proportion; the 
faculty of logical thought and lucid statement; 
copious resources of felicitous illustration; pas- 
sionate earnestness, surpassing sweetness of 
speech, and perfect grace of action. Like Ever- 
ett, whom he more closely resembled than he did 
any other of the great masters of oratory, he 
could trust his memory and he could trust his 
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cmnposuie. He began with the natural defer- 
ence of unstudied courtesy, serene, propitiatory, 
irresistibly vinning. He captured the eye and 
the ear upon the instant, and, before he had been 
speaking for many minutes, he captured the 
heart There was not much action in liis deliv- 
ery; there never was any artifice. His gentle 
tones grew earnest His fine face becune illu- 
mined. His golden periods flowed with more 
and more of impetuous force, and the climax of 
their perfect music was always exactly identical 
with the climax of their thought There always 
was a certain culmination of fervent power at 
which he aimed, and after that a gradual subsi- 
dence to the previous level of gracious serenity. 
He created and sustained the illusion of spon- 
taneity. The auditor never felt that he had been 
beguiled by art, but only that he had been en- 
tranced by nature. I never could explain the 
charm that he exerdsed. I can only say of him, 
as he said of Wendell Phillips: " The secret of 
the rose's sweetness, of the bird's ecstasy, of the 
sunsef s glory — ^that is the secret of genius and 
of eloquence." 



260 OLD FRIENDS 

Wbile^ however, tiie secret of his eloquence waa 
elusive, the purpose and e£fect of it were per- 
fectly dear. It dignified the subject and it en- 
nobled the hearer. He once told me of a conver- 
sation, about poetry and oratory, between him- 
self and the once eminent United States senator, 
Roscoe Conkling. That statesman, having de- 
clared that, in his judgment, the perfection of 
poetry was " Casabianca," by Mrs. Hemans 
[("The boy stood on the burning deck"), and 
the perfection of oratory a passage in a' Fourth- 
of-july oration by Charles Sprague, desired 
Curtis to name a supreme specimen of eloquence. 
" I mentioned," said Curtis, " a passage in Em- 
erson's Dartmouth College oration, — in which, 
however, Mr. Conkling could perceive no pecu- 
liar force." That passage Curtis repeated to 
me. The citation of it is appropriate, not only 
as showing his ideal but as explaining his devo- 
tion, not to art alone but to conscience. 

Yoa will hear ereiy day the twHTifna of a low pnulence. 
Yoa. will hear that the first duty is to get land and mon^, 
place and name. " What is this Truth 70U seek t what is l^iis 
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Beauty! " men win eek, with dariaion. If, nem&elxM, God 
have called any of you to explore tratli and beauty, be bold, 
be £im, be trnel When you aball say, " As others do, lo will 
I; I renounce, I am Borryfor it, my early visioiu; Imurt oat 
the good of the laud and let learning and romantic eiqtecta- 
tion go until a more conTenient season "; — then diee the man 
in you; then once more perish the buda of art and poetry 
and science, as they have died already in a thousand, thou- 
sand men. The hour of that choice is the crisis of your his- 
tory; and see that yon bold yourself fast by the intellect 

It was natural that Curtis should adopt 
that doctrine. He would hare evolved it if 
he had not found it. That divine law was in 
his nature, and from that divine law he never 
swerved. 

How should a man of genius use his gift? 
Setting aside the restrictive pressure of circum- 
stance, two ways are open to him. He may cul- 
tivate himself, standing aloof from the world, as 
Goethe did and as Tennyson did, — aiming to 
make his powers of expression perfect, and to 
make his expression itself universal, potential, 
irresistible; or he may take an executive course 
and yoke himself to the plough and the harrow, 
aiming to exert an immediate influence upon his 
environment. The former way is not at onoe 
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comprehended by the world: the latter is more 
obvious. 

In his po«n of " Retaliation," Goldsmith has 
designated Edmund Burke as a man who. 

Bom for the imlTene, narrowed his mind. 

And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 

It always seemed to me that Curtis made one 
sacrifice when he went into business, and another 
whoi he went into politics. He manifested, in- 
deed, sterling character and splendid ability in 
both; yet he did not, in a practical sense, succeed 
in either. The end of his experiment in business 
was a heavy burden of debt, which he was com- 
pelled to bear through a long period of anxious 
and strenuous toiL His experience was not the 
terrible experience of Sir Walter Scott, that 
heroic gentleman, that supreme and incompa- 
rable magidan of romance 1 but it was an expe- 
rience of the same kind. He released himself 
from his burden, justly and honorably, at last; 
but the strain upon his mind was an injury to 
him, and the literature of his country is poorer 
because of tiie sacrifice that he was obliged to 
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make. On a day in I860 I met him in Broad- 
way, and he said to me. very earnestly, " Take 
advantage of the moment; don't delay too long 
tlie fine poem, the great novel, that you intend 
to write." It was the wise philosophy that takes 
heed of the enormous values of youth and free- 
dom. It pleases some philosophers, indeed, to 
believe that a man of letters will acccnnplish his 
best ezpresdon when goaded by what Shake- 
speare calls " the thorny point of bare distress." 
That practice of glorifying hardship is stHnetimes 
soothing to human vanify. Men have thought 
themselves heroes because they rise early. It 
may possibly be true of the poets that they 
"learn in suffering what th^ teach in song"; 
but \he suffering must not be sordid. Litera- 
ture was never yet enriched throng the pressure 
of want The author may write more, because 
of his need, but he will not write better. The 
best literatures of the world, the literatures of 
Greece and England, were created in the gentlest 
and most propitious climates of the world. The 
best individual works in those literatures, — with 
litUe exception, — were produced by writers 
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whose physical drcumstances were those of com- 
fort aad peace. Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, 
Herridc, Addison, Pope, Byron, Wordsworth, 
Shelley, Scott, Moore, Lamb, Thackeray, Ten- 
nyson, — none of them lacked the means of 
reputable subsistence. Bums, fine as he was, 
would have been finer in a softer and sweeter 
environment of worldly circumstance. Curtis 
was a man of extraordinary patience, concentra- 
tion, and poise. He accepted the conditions in 
which he found himself, and he made the best of 
them. His incessant industry and his cranpo- 
sure, to the last, were prodigious. He nerer, in- 
deed, was acquainted with want. The shackle 
that business imposed on him was the shackle 
of drudgery. He was compelled to write pro- 
fusely and without pause. His pen was never 
atrest Once,inl878,hebrokedown,andforseT- 
eral months could not work at all, — his chair in 
" Harper*s " being temporarily filled by that gen- 
tle, gracious poet the late Thomas Bail^ Aldrich. 
During more than forty years, however, he 
worked all the time. Curtis, at his best, had the 
grace of Addison, the kindness of Steele, the am- 
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pUd^ of Goldsmith* and the nervous force of 
the inccanparable Sterne. Writing under sudi 
conditions, however, no man can always be at bis 
best The wonder is that his average is so fine. 
He attamed to a high and orderly level of wise 
and kindly thought, of gentie fancy, and of win- 
ning ease, and he steadily maintained it. He 
had an exceptional faculty for dnxising divern- 
fied themes, and his treatment of tiiem was al- 
ways felicitous. He wrou^t in many moods, 
but always genially and without fluny, and he 
gave the continuous impresaon of spontaneity 
and pleasure. A fetter, however, is not the less 
a fetter because it is li^tly borne, and whatever 
is easy to read was hard to write. It may be^ 
of course, that the troublesome business experi- 
ence in the life of Curtis was only an insignifi- 
cant incident. It may be that he fulfilled him- 
self as an author, leaving nothing undone that 
he had the power to do. But that is not my 
reading of the artistic mind, and it is not my 
reading of him. For me the mist was drawn too 
early across those luminous and tender jKctures 
of the Orient, those haunting shapes and old his- 
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tone splendors of the Nile. For me the rich, 
tranquil note of tender music that breathes in 
" Prue and I " was too soon hushed and changed. 
Genius is the petrel, and like the petrel it lores 
the freedom of the winds and wares. 

All thinkers repudiate the narrow philosophy 
that would regulate one man's life by the stand- 
1^ of another. " Be yourself I " is the precept 
of the highest wisdom. Shakespeare has written 
his plays. Milton has written his epic. Those 
things cannot be done again and should not be 
expected. The new genius must mount upon its 
own wings, and hold its own flight, and seek the 
eyry that best it lores. I recognize, and feel, 
and honor the nobility of Curtis as a citizen; but 
I cannot cast aside the regret that he did not ded- 
icate himself exclusirely to literature. Erery- 
thing is relatire. To such a nature as that of 
Curtis ihe pursuits of business and politics are 
foreign and inappropriate. He was undoubt- 
edly equal to bU their responsibilities and duties; 
but he was equal to much more, to things differ- 
ent and higher, and the practical service essential 
to bufflness and politics did not need him. The 



GEORGE WILLIAM CURTIS 257 

State, indeed, needs the virtue that he possessed, 
hut needs it in the f onn not of the poet, but of the 
gladiator, who, when he goes rejoicing to battle, 
has no harp to leave in silence and no garlands 
to cast unheeded in the dust I would send 
Saint Peter, with his sword, to the primary meet- 
ing; I would not send the apostle John. The 
organist should not be required to blow the bel- 
Iowa. Curtis was, by nature, a man of letters. 
His faculty in that direction was prodigious. 
So good a judge as Thackeray, looking at him 
as a young man, declared him to be the most 
auspicious of all our authors. It is a great voca- 
tion, and because its force, like that of Nature, 
is deep, slow, silent, and elemental, it is the most 
tranendous force concerned in human a£fairs. 
The mission of the man of letters is to touch the 
heart, to kindle the imagination, to ennoble the 
mind. He is the interpreter between the spirit 
of beauty that is in Nature and the general intel- 
ligence and sen^bility of mankind. He sets to 
music the pageantry and the pathos of human 
life, and he keeps alive in the soul the holy enthu- 
nasm of devotion to the ideal He honors and 
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perpetuates heroic conduct, and he teaches, by 
many devices of art, — ^by story, and po«n, and 
parable, and essay, and drama, — ^purity of life, 
int^rity to man, and faith in Grod. He is con- 
tinually reminding you of tiie goodness and love- 
liness to which you may attain; continually caus- 
ing you to see what opportunities of nobilify 
your life affords; continually delighting you with 
high thoughts and beautiful pictures. He does 
not preach to you. He does not attempt to reg- 
ulate your specific actions. He does not assail 
you with the hysterical scream of the reformer. 
He does not carp, and vex, and meddle. He 
whispers to yoti, in your silent hours, of love, 
heroism, holiness, and immortality, and you are 
refreshed and strong, and come forth into the 
world smiling at fortune and bearing blesdngs 
in your hands. On hkak winter nights, with the 
breakers clashing on our icy coasts and the trum- 
I>ets of the wind resounding in our chimneys, 
how sweet it has been, sitting by the evening 
lamp, to turn the pages of " The Tempest,** or 
"The 'Antiquary," or "Old MortaKty,** or 
" Henry Esmond," or " The Idylls of the King," 
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wiaie tbe treasured faces of Shakespeare, Scott, 
Thackeray, and Tennyson looked down from the 
library walls 1 How sweet to read those ten- 
der, romantic, imaginatire pages of " Pnie and 
I,** in which the pansies and the rosemary bloom 
forever, and to think of him who wrote themi 

But whether the chtnce that Curtis made was 
a sacrifice or not, we know he made it, and we 
know why he made it. Prefigured in his char^ 
acter and his writings, at the outset, and illus- 
trated in all his conduct, was the supreme law 
of his being — practical consideration for others. 
Tbe trouble of the world was hi» trouble. The 
disdple of Andrew Marvel could not rest at ease 
in tbe summer-land of Keats. His heart was 
there; but his duty, as he saw it, steadily called 
him away. As Matthew Arnold writes: 

Some life of men imblest 
He knew, which made him droop, and M'd his head. 
Sa went; bis piping took a troubled sound. 
Of alonns that rase outside our happ^ grouitd; 
He could not wait their passing; he ia dead. 

He would hare rejraoed in writing more books 
like " Frue and I "; but tbe virtuous gloiy of 
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the commonwealth and the honor and hapinness 
of the people were foreyer present to him, as the 
first and the most solemn responsilnlity. When 
his prototype, Sir Philip Sidney, on that fatal 
September morning, over three hundred years 
ago, set forth for the field of battle at Zutphen, 
he met a fellow-soldier riding in light armor, and 
thereupon he cast away a portion of his own mail, 
and in so doing, as the event proved, he cast 
away his life, in order that he might be no bet> 
ter protected than his friend. In like manner 
Curtis would have no advantage for himself, nor 
even the semblance of advantage, that was not 
shared by others. He could not, with his super- 
lative moral fervor, dedicate himself exclusively 
to letters while there was so much wrong in the 
world that clamored for him to do his part in 
setting it right. He believed that his direct, 
practical labor was essential and would avail, 
and he was eager to bestow it. Men of strong 
imagination begin life with illimitable ideals, with 
vast illusions, with ardent and generous faith. 
They are invariably disappointed, and th^ are 
usually embittered. Curtis was controlled less 
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by his imogmation than by his moral sense. He 
had ideals, but they were based on reason. How> 
ever much he may have loved to muse and dreanu 
be saw the world as a fact and not as a fancy. 
He was often saddened by the spectacle of hu- 
man littleness, but, broadly and generally, be was 
not disappmnted in mankind, and he ner^ be- 
came embittered. The belief in human nature, 
with whidi he began, remained his belief when be 
ended. Nothing could shake his conviction that 
man is inherently and intrinsically good. He 
believed in the people. He believed in earthly 
salvation for the poor, the weak, and the op- 
pressed. He believed in chivalry toward woman. 
He believed in refinement, gentleness, and grace. 
He believed that the world is growing better and 
not worse. He believed in the inevitable, final 
triumph of truth and right over falsehood and 
wrong. He believed in freedom, charity, jus- 
tice, hope, and lore. The last line that fell from 
the dying pen of Longfellow might have heext 
the last word that fell from the dying lips of 
Curtis: " 'Tis daybreak everywhere." 
Upon the spirit in which he served the state 
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no words can make so clear a comment as his 
own. " There is no nobler ambition," he said, 
" than to fill a great office greatly." His esti- 
mate of Bryant culminates in the thought that 
" no man, no American, living or dead, has more 
truly and amply illustrated the scope and fidelity 
of republican citizenship." " The great argu- 
ment for popular government," he declared, in 
his fine eulogy on Wendell Phillips, " is not 
the essential righteousness of a majority, but the 
celestial law which subordinates the brute force 
of numbers to intellectual and moral ascend- 
ancy." And his stately tribute to the character 
of Washington reached a climax in his impas- 
sioned hcmiage to its lofty serenity, its moral 
grandeur* and its majestic repose. The quality 
of every man may be divined from ihe objects 
of his genuine devotion. There could be no 
doubt of the patriotism of Curtis; and in the 
conditions confronting the American Bepub- 
lie, — ^racial antagonism, discontented labor, so- 
cialism, communism, anardiy, a licentious press, 
a tottering church, ambitious sectarianism, tibe 
foreign rote, boss rule, ring rule, corruption in 
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office, levity, profanity, and a generally low state 
of pub£c morals, — it was no slight tiling that 
sudi a man as Curtia should have testified, to the 
last, his confidence in the future of the Amer- 
ican people, and, to the last, should have devoted 
his splendid powers more largely to their prac- 
tical service than to anything else. Fortunate is 
the man who can dose the awfully true hook of 
" Eccleaiastes " and forget its terrible lessons I 
Fortunate is the people that has the example, the 
sympathy, the support, and the guidance of such 
a manl If the altogether high and noble prin- 
ciples that Curtis advocated could prevail, then 
indeed the Republic that Washington conceived 
would be a glorious reality. When a wise and 
final check is placed upon the influence of mere 
numbers, then, and not till then, will the ideal 
of Washington be fulfilled! then, and not till 
then, will the Republic be safel There is 
no belief more delusive and pernicious than 
the behef that virtue and wisdom are resident 
in the will of an ignorant, vacuous, frivolous 
multitude. 
If, therefore, Curtis made a sacrifice in turn- 
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ing from the Muse to labor for the common- 
.weftlth, at least it was not made in vain. Nor 
must it be forgotten that, — despite his preoccu- 
pation as a publicist and as the incumbent of 
many unpaid and exacting offices, — his contri- 
butions to literature, especially in the domain of 
the essay, were extraordinary and brilliant. 
When, in 1846, he began his literary career, a 
young man of twenty-two, American literature 
had begun to assume the proportions of a sub- 
stantial and impressive fabric. Paulding, 
Irving, Dana, Bryant, Cooper, and Ferdval 
were in the zenith. Longfellow and Whittier 
were ascending. Hawthorne was slowly becom- 
ing an auspidous figure. Halleck and George 
Fenno Hoffman were reigning poets. Foe had 
nearly finished, in penniless obscmity, his deso- 
late strife. Holmes, aged thirty-seven, was but 
little beyond the threshold; and the fine genius 
of Stoddard was yet unknown. Griswold still 
held the sceptre, which Willis was presently to 
inherit. AUston and Paulding were sixty-seven 
years old; Irving was sixty-three; R. H. Dana 
was fifty-nine; Sprague fifty-four; Bryant fifty- 
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one; Drake, Halleck. and FemTal fifty. Emer- 
son was only forty-two. Into that company 
Curtis entered, — a boy among graybeards. Au- 
thors were more numerous than they had been 
thirfy years earlier, but they were less nuxnerous 
than they are now, and it was easier then to 
acquire literary reputation than it is at present; 
but genuine literary reputation was never easily 
obtained. Curtis made a new mark. In his 
Oriental travels the observation was large; the 
fancy delicate; the feeling deep; the touch li^t. 
Thai came, in " Putnam's Magazine," between 
1852 and 1804, the satirical " Potiphar Papers " 
and the romantic '* Prue and I," — the most im- 
aginative and the loveliest of his books. After 
that the limitations of drcumstance began to con- 
strain him. He assumed the Easy Chtur of 
"Harper's Magazine," in 1854, — receiving it from 
that Horatian classic of American letters, Don- 
ald G. Mitchell, by whom it had been started, — 
and he occupied it till the last. In "Harper's 
Weekly," in 1859-'60, he wrote the novel of 
*' l^rump^" a work which will transmit to the 
future that typcal American politician, prosper- 
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0118 and poteDtial yesterday, to-day, and for- 
ever. General Arcularius Belch. In "Harper's 
Bazar" be wrote a series of papers, extending over 
a p^od of four years, called " Manners on the 
Road,"— the Road bdng life, and Manners be- 
ing the conduct of people in tbeir use of it. In 
those papers and in the Easy Chair the Addi- 
sonian drift of his mind was fully displayed. 
Those Essays do not excel " The Spectator " in 
thought, learning, humor, invention, or in the 
thousand felicities of a courtly, leisurely, lace- 
ruffle style; yet they are level with " The Specta- 
tor " in dignify of character and beauty of form; 
they surpass it in dehcacy; and they surpass it 
in fertility of theme, sustuned affluence of feel- 
ing, refinement of mind, and diversity of literary 
grace. "The Spectator" contains 685 papers, and 
it was written by several hands, thou^ mostly 
by the hand of Addison, between March, 1710, 
and December, 1714, — a period of four years imd 
nine months. The Easy Chair contuns over 
twenty-five hundred articles, and it was written 
by Curtis alone, and was prolonged, with only one 
short intermission, for thirty-eight years. 
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It was Weaiey, the Methodist preacher^ who 
objected to the custom of letting the devil have 
all the good music. Curtis was a moralist who 
objected to the custom of letting the rakes have 
all the graces. Grood men are sometimes so insipid 
that they make virtue tedious. In CurtiSt not- 
withstanding his invincible composure and i)er- 
feet decorum, there was a strain of the gypsy. 
He had " heard the chimes at midnight," and 
he had not forgotten thdr music. He had been 
a wandering minstrel in tus youth, and he had 
stni^ the light guitar beneath the silver nuxm. 
As you turn the leaves of Lester Wallack's 
" Memories of Fifty Years," you find Curtis to 
be (me of them; you ctnne upon him very pleas- 
antly, in the society of that brilliant actor, and 
you hear their youthful voices blended, — ^the ro- 
bust yet gentle genius of Thackeray bang a 
listener, — in the golden cadence of Ben Jonson*8 
lovely lyric: 

Drink to me only with tidoB ttfta. 

And I will pledge with mine; 
Or leBTfi a kiaa but in the cup. 

And ni not look for wine. 
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Throug^ut his life Curtis Dercr lost the ca- 
pacity for sentiment; the love of music; the wor- 
ship of art and beauty; the morning glow of 
diivalious emotion. He never became ascetic. 
He was a Puritan, but he was not a bigot. He 
made the jest sparkle. He mingled in the dance. 
Without excess, but sweetly and genially, he 
filled a place at the festival. From his hand, in 
the remote days of the Castle Garden Opera, the 
^orious Jenny Lind received her first bouquet 
in America; and from his lips, in the last year of 
his life, her illustrious memory received its sweet- 
est tribute. When he heard the distant note of 
the street-organ his spirit floated away in a 
dream of " the mellow richness of Italy "; yet he 
was a man who could have ridden with Crom- 
well's troopers, at Naseby, and given his life for 
a cause. There was no plainness of living to 
which he was not suited, and equally there was 
no opulence of culture and art that he could not 
wear with grace. The extremes of his character 
explain his power. There was no severity and 
no sacrifice of which he was not capable, in his 
scorn and detestation of evil and wrong; but for 
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human frailty he had more than the tenderness 
of woman. He knelt, with a disciple's reverence, 
at the austere shrine of Washington: yet his elo- 
quence blazed, like morning simligbt upon a wil- 
derness of roses, when he touclied the rugged, 
mournful, humorous, pathetic story of Robert 
Bums. 

In this evanescent and Tanishing world one 
thing, and only one thing, endures, — ^the spiritual 
influence of good. Out of nature, out of liter- 
ature, out of art, out of character, that alone, 
transmuted into conduct, survives ensphered 
when all Uk rest has perished. We are accus- 
tomed, unconsciously, to speak of our posses- 
sions and our deprivations as if we ourselves were 
permanent; not remembering that, in a very 
little while, our places also will be empty. He 
is dead who was our champion, our benefactor, 
our guide I Life is lonelier without his presence. 
The streets in which he used to walk seem va- 
cant The very air of his silent and slumber- 
ous Staten Island, musing at the mysterious 
gateway of the sea, seems more brooding and 
mcffe solitary. Yet, being dead, he far more 
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truly lives than we do, and he lives in exceed- 
ing glory, because in that potential influence 
which can never die. Still in our rambles he 
will meet us, with the old familiar look that al- 
ways seemed to say, " You also are a prince, an 
emperor, a man; you also possess this wonder- 
ful heritage of beauty, and honor, and immortal 
life." Still in the homes of the poor will dwell 
tiie memory of his inexhaustible goodness. Still 
in Uk abodes of the rich will live the sweetness 
and the power of his benignant example: and 
still, when we have passed away and have been 
forgotten, a distant posterity, remembering the 
illustrious orator, the wise and gentle philoso- 
pher, t^e serene and delicate literary artist, the 
incorruptible patriot, the supreme gentleman, 
wiU cherish his writings, will revere lus charac- 
ter, and will exult in the splendid tradition of 
Ids blameless, beautiful, beneficent life. 

A few days after the deatii of Curtis (August 
SI, 1892) I wrote this threnody: 



AH the flowers were in thrar prida 
On the day when Bupert died. 



GEORGE WILLIAM CURTIS 871 

Dtsamily, thwrngh iaoxig ttees. 
Sighed the idle bi 



Wild birds, glancing in the air. 
Spilled their mneio eTerywherei 



Not one sign of mortal ill 

Told Hut hia great heart was atiU. 



Now the graM he loved to tread 
Kurmurs aoftlr o'er hia head: 



Now the great green branchea wave 
Hi^ above hia lonely grave : 



While in griefa perpetual qiieech. 
Boll the breakers on the beach. 



Oh, m; comrade, oh, my friend, 
Most this parting be the endt 



Weave the ahroud and spread the palll 
Night and nlenoe cover alL 



Howsoever we d^loie. 
They who go return no mor& 



Never from that unknown trade 
Fkwts one answering whisper badt 



Nature, vacant, will not heed 
Lips that grieve or hearts that Ueed. 
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Wherefore now should mouming word 
Or && tearful dirge be beard! 



How shall words our grief abated 
Call him noble; call him great; 



8a7 that faith, cow gatint and grim. 
Once wae fair becanse of him; 



Say that goodness, round his way, 
!Uade one everlasting day; 



Say that beauty's heaVuly flame 
Bourgeoned wheresoe'er he came; 



Say that all life's common ways 
Were made glorious in his gaze; 



Say he gave us, hour by hour, 

Htqte and patience, grace and power; 



Say his spirit was so true 
That it made ua noble, too;- 



What is this, but to declare 
Love's bereavement and despair t 



What is this, but just to a^ 
All we loved is torn away I 



Weave the shroud and spread the pallt 
Night and silence cover alL 
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Oh, my comrade, oh, m; friend. 
Must this porting be the end ) 

Heart and hope are gromng old : 
Dark the nl^t comes down, and cold; 

Few the eoula that answer mine. 
And no voice so aweet as tbina 

Desert wastes of care remain — 
Tet thy lips speak not again I 

Gray eternities of apace — 
Tet nowhere thy living face! 

Only now the lonesome bli^t. 
Heavy day and haunted ni^t 

All the light and music reft^ 
Only tbouf^t and memory left I 

IV 
Peace, fond mourner 1 This thy boon,— 
Thou thyself must follow soon. 

Peace, — and let repining go I 
Peace, — for Fate will have it so. 

Vainly now his praise is said; 
Vain the garland for Ms head : 

Tet is comfort's shadow cast 
From the kindness of the past 
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AU my love could do to cheer 
Wanned his heart when he was beiflb 



Honor's plRudit, Friendship'B tow 
Did not coldly wait till now. 



Oh, my comrade, oh, my fidend. 
If this partins he the end. 



Yet X hold my life divine^ 

To have known a aoul like thine: 



And I hush ibo low lament 
In aubmission, penitent. 



Still the 8im is in the ekiee : 

He seta— but I have seen him riwi 



XL 

OLD FAMILIAR FACE& 

Suggestion has frequentiy been made that I 
should write an Autobiography, — a kind of cran- 
position which is sometimes found deeply inter- 
esting, but from which I find myself incUned-to 
shrink. It seldom happens to anybody to have 
such a story to tell as that of Benjamin Franklin 
or that of William Gifford, or to possess such 
stores of knowledge and experience as Gibbon 
was able to c(»nmunicate, or such recollections as 
those that enrich the opulent pages of Houy 
Crabb Robinson. It is> however, possdhle that a 
narrative of my experience, from the time when, 
as a poor boy, I gathered blue-berries on the 
rodcy hills back of Gloucester, or rambled, with 
other barefooted vagrants, on the wharves of 
Benton, till this day of active labor as a veteran 
of letters, might find a little favor; and perhaps 
it will, one day, be written; for I hare seen and 
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known many persons and things of exceptional 
interest, and it would be easily possible for me 
to dUate upon my remembrance of notable inci- 
dents and of famous men whom I saw in my boy- 
hood and youth, — that time which now seems so 
distant, that time of dream and drift and 
thoughtless enjoyment. Channing, the saint-like 
preacher, pale and thin, standing in his pulpit, 
and, even to my childish eyes, an object of awe; 
Story, the great jurist, riding in the long omni- 
bus tiiat plied between Cambridge and Boston, 
and talking with the passengers; the funeral pro- 
cession of John Quincy Adams, as, with the 
black coffin exposed to view, it woimd its slow 
way through Soston streets, to the wailing music 
of the Dead March. Polk, the President, in his 
carriage, with long-drawn escort, making tri- 
umphal progress, bowing right and left to the 
shouting multitude ; Father Taylor, in his Bethel, 
rugged and vehement, preaching to sailors, and, 
as it happened, to me, a sailor's boy; Gough, the 
stentorian orator of Temperance, who certunly 
terrified one of his auditors, and probably many 
others, by his simulation of drunken delirimn; 
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the festal adornment of the city, and the general 
joy of the people, when the Cochitnate Water 
was introduced for common use; the exceeding 
horror attendant on the discovery of Professor 
Webster's murder of Dr. Farkman, in the Medi- 
cal College; Junius Booth, that meteor of trag- 
edy, whom I beheld as Petcara, and trembled to 
behold; Daniel Webster, most imperial of Ameri- 
can statesmen, uttering his clarion tones from the 
portico of the old Revere House; Shaw, the 
august and venerable Chief Justice of the Su- 
preme Court of Massachusetts, presiding in his 
place, often apparently slumberous, but always 
really alert, watchful, and aware of everything 
aromid him; the acclaim that hailed the laying of 
the first Atlantic cable, — to celebrate whidi event, 
indeed, I wrote a song, that was sung by a vast 
audience in the Muac Hall; Theodore Parker, 
the honest but virulent apostle of liberty, ad- 
dresGong a great multitude, in the temple where 
he preached, and denouncing Daniel Webster 
^th bitterest vituperation; Rufus Cfaoate, the 
most magnificent, wonderful, and inspiring of 
orators, pouring forth the diamond torrent of his 
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entrancing eloquence from the platform of 
storied Faneuil Hall, — those are a few of the 
images and scenes that crowd, in wild disorder, 
upon my recollection, when I think of vanished 
years. There is more display of enterprise in the 
life of To-Day tiwn there was in the life of Yes- 
terday ; hut the Fast, as I recall it, was not devoid 
of action, and it was illustrious with the presence 
of great persons who, to the ^es of age, seem un- 
matdied in the Present. There would he mudi to 
say, but at this moment a fleeting glimpse must 
suffice of good fellows of a day long past, who 
once brightened my life with the sunsliine of thdr 
genius, kindness, and humor, and gained my af- 
fection, and, by me, are not forgotten. 

ABTHXm SKETCHLEY 

One of the blithest of those companions, as 
good and kind a man as ever lived, was the 
humorist Arthur Sketchley. That was his pen- 
name, and he was commonly known by it, but, in 
writing to me, he generally signed bis actual 
name, which was George Rose. His personality 
was exceedingly interesting, and be possessed that 
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extraordinary faculty of humor which manifests 
itself by making its possessor intrinsically funny. 
He was a stalwart, handsome Englishman, of an 
aspect at once grave and jovial. His manner was 
dignified yet gentle. His voice was rich and sjrm- 
pathetic, and, beneath the facetious demeanor that 
he often, and to all appearance unconsciously, as- 
sumed, there was a reverent spirit, a solemn sense 
of duty, and a consdentious purpose to use his 
faculty of humor for the public good. The char- 
acter with which he chose to invest himself, as- 
suming it both as a writer and an impersonator, 
was that of a garrulous female named Mr». Mar- 
tha Brovmj a representative, in many respects, of 
the average, conventiona], middle-class En^sh 
mind. He first made it known in 1868 in London. 
His method was to subject scenes and incidents 
of the passing hour, — ^tbe popular resorts, the 
popular fads, and occasionally the popular plays 
and novels, the proceedings of the fashionable 
wcnrld* and the manners of the multitude, — ^to the 
shrewd observation and pungent comment of that 
loquacious dame, and to cause her to talk about 
those subjects, in a rambling way and cockney 
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dialect. In doing that he caused Mn. Brown, — ' 
" a party in the name of Martha," — ^to reveal her- 
self as a woman of large domestic experience, 
sound judgment, good sense, and good feeUng; a 
woman appredative of the comforts of life, but 
acquainted also with its trials and sorrows; and, 
especially, a woman essentially and naturally hu- 
morous, yet completely unconscious of her gift of 
humor. In a remote way the character might 
hare been suggested to Rose by the Mn. Nickleby 
of Dickens, but probably it was a study of actual 
life. Mrs. Nickleby is artificial, silly, and tedious. 
Mr». Brown is natural, sensible, and entertaining; 
and her inexhaustible vocabulary, blending truth, 
ridicule, sense, kindness, and unexpected felicity 
of illustration with a tangle of words, is delight- 
fully comic. 

Rose came to America in the autumn of 1867 
and gave public entertainments in New York and 
a few other cities, in the character of Mrs. Brown. 
He did not wear feminine attire, but appeared in 
the customary evening dress, speaking without 
manuscript, and, by dint of facile, suggestive 
impersonation, giving to his auditors a dear and 
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complete mental image of a voluble, elderly Eng- 
Hshwomaa of an eccentric order. Aa acting the 
achievement was unique and extraordinaiy. By 
the American audiences, however, Mr$. Broton 
was not understood, and her clever and amiable 
representative did not long remain in America. 
In England, on the other hand, Mr*. Brown 
appeared before more than a thousand audiences, 
in many cities of the kingdom, and every one of 
them was ddighted. In Australia, also, she met 
with great favor. Rose was the author of several 
ccnnedies, some of which were successfully pro- 
duced and all of which are good. He died in 
London, at No. 96 Gloucester Place, Portman 
Square, on November 18, 1882, aged 65, and was 
buried in Brompton Cemetery, — that peculiarly 
forlorn place of sepulture, which is so populous 
with memorials of men and women distinguished 
in service of the arts. 

One of Rose's marked peculiarities was exces- 
sive candor. He uttered disapprobation of many 
things and persons, sometimes sincerely, at other 
times in a playful, whimsical spirit, — for he was 
prone to mystification; as when, in a season of 
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much Shakespearean reviva], he would cause Mrg. 
Brown to exdaim, " Shakespeare again I O, 
that dreadful man I " One of his intimate friends 
was Charles Mathews, the famous and ever de- 
lightful comedian; and I hare heard that as often 
as they met it was the custom of Mathews to 
forestall his comrade's impending censure by ex- 
claiming: 'Now, 'Roae, damn everythingl and 
have it done with, — and let's go to breakfast." 
Rose was not, essentially, a censorious man, but 
conventionality, — ^the everlasting sameness of 
persons, thou^ts, talk, and customs, — made him 
impatient and prompted him to satire. Wlien 
in New York, in the season of 1867-'68, he was 
often in my company, and he was tiie cause of 
much nurth. One morning he came to see me, at 
the office of a paper called " The Weekly Re- 
view," of which, amid a multiplicity of occupa- 
rions, I was the managing editor (for one of the 
most accomplished and amiable of men, Theodore 
Hagen> long ago dead) ; and, being in joyous 
spirits, he suddenly favored me with a signal ex- 
ample of his humorous aptitude and his pro- 
pensity for playful satire. A public reading from 
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Shakespeare, by the famous Fanny Kemble, had 
occurzed, on the previous evening, at Steinway 
Hall* and« as sympathetically related l^ the 
morning papers, it had been interrupted, at a 
critical moment, by the late, and, naturally, vex- 
atious, arrival of one of the distinguished per- 
former's female auditors. Fanny K^nble, as is 
known to persons who know the truth about her, 
while possessed of intellect, alnli^, and a grand 
mamier, was an arrogant, imperious wcmian, 
somewhat of the old Duchess of Marlborough 
order, and the interruption of her recital, wUch 
happened to be that of a lurid apostrophe l^ 
King Lear, caused her to pause and to fix a bale- 
ful gaze of f uiy on the belated member of her con- 
gregation. According to one of her newspax)er 
worshippers, " the angry spot did glow on Ccesar's 
cheek." On hearing a remark about that inci- 
dent Rose instantly assumed the character of 
Mr$. Brown At The Flay, and, pretending that 
the disturbance had been caused by that wor&y 
dame's incursion into the formidable Fanny's 
audience, he improvised a performance as fine 
with truth and humor as anything of the kind 
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could b^ — a performance such as the most glow- 
ing of tiieatrical records attribute to the versatile 
John Edwin, the incomparable l^eodore Hoo^ 
or the irresistible Burton. " That ther' Miss 
Kimbil," he excWmed, in conclusion ; " and a 
brazen 'ussey as she wss> a sittin' in a black velvet 
gownd and a-glarin' at me I 'Rumble your belly 
full I ' she ^ngs out; ' blow wind I ' whidi I don't 
'old vith no sich langwige, and me a respectable 
widdy, and peppermint drops is good for it." 

ABTESfUS WABD 

Rose> as might have been expected, was cor- 
dially sympathetic with the American himiorist 
Artemut Ward, and he was foremost in greeting 
him, with glad welcome, on his arrival in London. 
They became intimate friends, and it has been 
said that Artemtis, when on his death-bed, asked 
Rose to obtain for him the nunlstrations of a 
Roman Catholic priest. Knowing both those 
men, intimately, and thinking of that death-bed, 
I surmise that it was Rose, not Ward, who sug- 
gested the summons of the Romish ecclesiastic. 
Rose had been educated for the priesthood; he 
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was devout; he lived and died in the Roman 
Catholic faith. He, naturally, would have sug- 
gested the presence of a confessor at the bednde 
of his dying friend, and he would have considered 
that pro(xeding conscientious and necessary. 
Artemug Ward, Charles Farrar Browne, was a 
good man, but he was not a sectarian in religious 
belief. My acquaintance with Artemus began 
when he came to New York, from the West, in 
the autumn of 1860, and began to write for 
" Vanity Fair," of which paper, subsequently, he 
was, for a short time, the editor. He was comi- 
cally eccentric, equally as a character and a 
writer. His person was tall and thin; his face 
aquiline; his carriage buoyant; his demeanor joy- 
ous and eager. His features were irregular; his 
eyes of a light blue color and, in expreanon, merry 
and gentle. His movements were rapid and in- 
elegant His voice was fresh and clear, and, 
though not sympathetic, distinctly communicative 
of a genial spirit. His attire was rich and gay, — 
the attire of a man of fashion. He possessed, in 
an extraordinary degree, the faculty of maintain- 
ing a sol^nn composure of countenance while 
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making comic or ridiculous statements, — as when, 
in his first lecture in New York, he mentioned ' 
tiie phenomenal skill of his ahsent pianist, who, 
be said, " always wore mittens when playing the 
piano," — ^and he could impart an irredstible ef- 
fect of humor by means of a felicitous, unex-; 
pected inflection of tone. There is little in his 
published writings that fully explains the charm 
he exercised in conversation and in public speak- 
ing. The prominent characteristics of these writ- 
ings are broadly fardcal humor, sportive levity, 
and comic inconsequence, — as when, in describing 
his visit to the grim Tower of London, he men- 
tioned that he saw the " Traitor's Gate," and - 
thought that as many as twenfy traitors might 
go through it abreast. The charm of Artemus 
Ward was that of s kindly, droll personality, 
compact of spontaneous mirth and winning 
sweetness. It is an attribute that words can but 
faintly suggest. 

In the days of our intimacy I sometimes urged 
upon the attention of Artemus the importance of 
a serious purpose in humorous writings, espe- 
cially commending to him the example of Thack- 
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eray. Those monitions of mine •were always 
gravely accepted, but with a demure glance and a 
twinkle of the blue eyes that seemed to betoken 
more amusement than heed. Late one night, — in 
fact, about three o'clock in the morning, — ^wben 
we had been merry-making with gay companions, 
we repaired, upon his invitation, to the hotel in 
which he then lodged, the Jcmes House, at the 
southeast comer of Broadway and Great Jones 
Street, New York, a pleasant abode, long ago 
demolished. On reaching his room he hastily 
summoned a servant, and, after ordering that 
copious refreshment should be provided, he ear- 
nestly inquired, witii an imposng aspect of 
solemnity, an aspect by whidi I was completely 
deceived, whether it would be possible to arouse 
the landlord. The servant hesitated. 

" It is late, sir," he sud. 

" I know it is late," replied Artemus; *' but I 
have a message for him, of the utmost import 
tance. It is urgent, and I am sure he will be glad 
to receive it. Do you think you could wake 
him?" 

*' Yes, sir; I could wake him, if you " 
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" Well — I will see that you are not blamed. 
Will you remanber what I say, and be careful 
to deliver the message exactly as I tell you? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" Well, then, ff.ve him my compliments ; be sure 
you mention my name ; he's an old friend of mine ; 
he'll be delighted to hear from me. Wake him, 
and tell him, — and speak disUncUp, will you? " 

",Yes, sir." 

" Tell him, with my very kindest regards, that 
— the price of liberty is eternal vigilance." 

Verbal record of that bit of frolic conveys only 
a hint of the skill with which the humorist main- 
tained his gravity and the abounding glee with 
whidh he exulted over the accomplishment of his 
playfully mischievous design. That was one way 
of signifying to me his assent to the proportion 
that humor can be made to convey a serious truth. 

I never saw Artemus after he went to Bng- 
land. He was warmly welcomed in London, — 
where he became widely popular, by reason of his 
comic entertainment, ^ren at the Egyptian 
Hall, and also by reason of his contributions to 
"Punch"; and he gained many affectionate 
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friends. 'Among those friends were Mr. and 
Mrs. Charles Millward and Mr. and Mrs. Fred- 
erick Burgess, from whran, when I first visnted 
England, in 1877, 1 derived much information as 
to his London life. Millward related an incident 
that is fflgnally indicative of Ward's character. 
The humorist had heen overwhelmed with Eng- 
lish hospitality, — a kindness which, once awak- 
ened, knows no boimds ; he had entered with eager 
zest into the festivities of the convivial Savage 
Club and of other kindred coteries, and, conse- 
quently, his health was beginning to break. Mrs. 
Millward, equally sensible and kind, warned him 
of his danger. '* You must," she repeatedly said 
to him, " learn to say 'No* " The hrane of Mill- 
ward was in the northern part of London, far 
from the Strand and therefore distant from Bo- 
hemian haimts. " One night, between midnight 
and morning, we were awakened," smd Millward, 
recounting this occurrence, " by a loud knocking 
at our door; and, on descending, I found Artemua 
there, in evening dress, unusually composed and 
serious. Of course I welcomed him, though at a 
loss to understand the cause of his untimely call. 
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He urgently requested the presence of Mrs. Mill- 
,ward» and would take no denial, — having, as he 
gravely declared, a most important conunumca- 
tion to impart, that only she could appreciate^ 
iYidding to hia earnest importunity, I x>ersuaded 
i&frs. Mtllward to join us. The moment she ap- 
peared he greeted her with impressive solemnity. 
' It is done/ he said; * I knew you would wish to 
hear of it at once. I have been at the Savage idl 
evening, and I have said No!' The result," 
added Millward, " was that we sat up the rest of 
the night, and made a feast of it, — in which, it 
is needless to add, he said ' YesI ' " 

Artemus died, in the South Western Railway 
Hotel at Southampton, on Mardi 6, 1867, aged 
82. A short time before his death a friend tried 
to persuade him to swallow some medicine that 
he was reluctant to take. " I would do anything 
for ^ou/' urged that affectionate person. "Would 
you? " said Artemus. " WeU — ^then you take itl " 
His body rested for a short time in Kensal Green 
.Cemetery, London, but, ultimately it was brought 
home and buried at Waterf ord, Main^ his birth- 
place. Among the tributes which then appeared 
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la print none is more touching than a poem which 
has heen attributed to that great master of lyrical 
verse, the lamented Algernon Charles Swinburne, 
but which was written by James Rhoades, of 
Haslemere, Surrey, and published in a London 
paper. One stanza of it is here ^ren: 

He came^ widi a heart full of gladness. 
From Uie glad-hearted world of the West; 

Won oar lau^^ter, but not with mere madness; 
Spaks and joked with as, not in mere jest; 

For the Man in our hearts lingered after, 
When the merriment died from our eara, 

And those who were loudest in laugfato 
Aie silent in tears. 
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In his New York days Artemus consorted witii 
my old Bohemian companions, and the thou^t of 
him brings with it a thought of them. In earlier 
chapters of reminiscence I hare adverted to that 
period and that group of writers, with the pur- 
pose of providing an authentic record, however 
brief and incomplete, of an interesting literary 
episode and a remarkable, though accidental, 
coterie of authors, the writings of some of whom 
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hare survived and seem destined to endure. 
George Arnold, Fitz-James O'Brien, Thomas 
Buley Aldrich, Walt Whitman, Charles Daw- 
son Shanly, Charles D. Gardette, and Nathan 
G. Shepherd are names that shine, with more or 
less lustre, in the scroll of American poets, and 
recurrence to their period a£fords opportunity for 
correction of errors concerning it, which fasve 
been consincuously made. On January 18, 1009, 
a brilliant assemblage convened at ibe Carnegie 
Ljxeum, New York, to participate in a public 
servi(% commanoratire of the loved and honored 
poet Edmund Clarence Stedman, and speeches 
were delivered making allusion to the literary 
environment of bis youth, the time when be b^an 
as a writer, and the Bohemian circle of whidi 
erroneously, he had been supposed, and was then 
declared, to have been a member. That dis- 
tinguished man of letters, whose death befell on 
January 18, 1908, was, in 1860, associated with 
" The New York World," — which was started 
in that year, beginning as a religious newspaper, 
— and although he was acquainted with a few 
members of the Bohemian group then existent, be 
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was not associated with it. He knew George 
Arnold, having met him, in boyhood, at a place 
called "The Phalanx," at Strawberry Farms, 
New Jersey, and there is, among his poems, a 
tribute to the memory of that delightful ccnnrade 
and charming poet. He also knew AJdrich and 
Whitman; but with the other persons of that com- 
pany he had no acquaintance. The Uteraiy circle 
to which Stedman obtained access, and which he 
pleased and adorned, was that which comprised 
Bayard Taylor, Bichard Henry Stoddard, Mrs. 
Stoddard (the brilliant Elizabeth Barstow), 
George Henry Boker, and Lorimer Graham, — a 
circle distinct from that of the contemporary 
B(^emia, and not pro|ntious to it. Stoddard, in- 
deed, who held an oflBcial post in the New York 
Custcnn House and who was accustomed to con- 
tribute to various publications of that day, had 
made the acquaintance of Henry Clapp, and I 
remember that occasionally he wrote for Clapp's 
" Saturday Press," and had difficulty, not un- 
usual, in obtaining payment; for the resources of 
the paper were so slight that its continuance, from 
week to week, was a marvel. One day Clapp and 
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I, having locked the doors of the " Press " office, 
in order to prevent the probable access of credi- 
tors, were engaged in serious and rather melan- 
choly conference as to the obtainment of money 
with which to pay the printer, when suddenly 
there came a loud, impatient knocking ujwn the 
outer door, and my senior, by a warning gesture, 
enjoined silence. The sound of a grumhUng Trace 
was then audible, and, after a while, the sound 
of footsteps retreating down the stairs. For sev- 
eral minutes Clapp did not speak but continued 
to smoke and listen, looking at me with a serious 
aspect. Then, removing the pipe from his lips, he 
softly murmured, " 'Twas the voice of the Stod- 
dard — I heard him complaini" That incident 
sufficiently indicates the embarrassing circum- 
stances under which the paper struggled tbrou^ 
the twenty-six months of its existence. Some of . 
its contributors were glad to furnish articles for 
nothing, being friendly toward the establishment 
of an absolutely independent critical paper, a 
thing practically unknown in those days. Among 
those friendly contributors were Henry Giles, 
Charles T. Congdon, Edward Howland (by 
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whom the paper had been projected) > Brownlee 
Brown, C. D. Shanly. and Ada Clare. T. B. 
Aldrich was connected with " The Saturday 
Press " only dimng the first three months of its 
existence, and he had not, at any time, any pecu- 
niary investment in it, so that his biographer's 
remark about his having " taken the failure with 
a li^t heart " seems comic. 

A point to be noted in making the literary 
chronicle of those days is that Taylor, Stoddard, 
Stedman, Bo^r, Curtis, Ludlow, and others 
whose names have been commin^ed with those of 
Henry Clapp's Bohemian associates were not 
only not affiliated with that coterie but were 
distinct from it, and, in some instances, were 
inimical to it. O'Brien was at one time inti' 
mate with Taylor and Stoddard, but the intimacy 
did not continue. After I collected the liter- 
ary remains of O'Brien, — Poems and Stories, 
published in 1881, — the most coisoiious review of 
them that appeued was, I remember, written by 
Stoddard, in " The New York Tribune." The 
time, 1859-*60, was one of turbulence; for the 
whole land was seething on the eve of the Civil 
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Wait and animosities were as common as f riend- 
diips. One feature of it, and that peculiarly in- 
teresting to men of letters, was the survival of ties 
that bound it to the period that is covered hy 
Foe's account of " The Literati." Kpes Sargent 
and George P. Morris were known to me; N. F. 
iWillis had accepted and published, with cordial 
commendation, one of my juvenile poems; Fitz- 
.Greene Halleck, William Wallace, Cornelius 
Mathews, and Thomas Dunn English were living 
and writing, and I often saw them; and many 
times I talked with the tart, spri^tly, satiric 
Charles F. Briggs, — ^long ago at rest, in the old 
Moravian Cemetery, in Staten Island. Those 
writers, with many others, figure in the pages of 
Foe, and it is both significuit and pleasant to 
recall that Poe, often and harshly censured for his 
criticism of his contemporaries, was the first au- 
thoritative voice to recognize the excellence of 
Bayard Taylor; hailing him, 1849, as " unques- 
tionably the most terse, glowing, and vigorous of 
all our poets." 



STEDMAN 297 

EDMUND CLABENCE STEDMAN 

Stedman had been known to me as a poet for 
some time before we met Our acquaintance be- 
gan in 1862, and it speedily ripened into a friend- 
ship that was never marred, notwithstanding our 
variant opinions as to literary matters and our 
invariably frank and explicit criticism of one an- 
other as votaries of the Muse. That good old 
story of Gil Bias and the ArchMshop, so highly 
prized by Dean Swift, cleverly enough inculcates 
the policy of critical lenity or reserve; but it is 
not true that every man likes to be flattered ; and, 
moreover, the friendship which cannot bear plain 
speech and good counsel is not friendship at all. 
One of my most agreeable recollections of early 
friends in the literary vocation, — such as Francis 
A. Durivage, James T. Fields, Epes Sargent, 
Edwin P. Whipple, Benjamin P. Shillaber, and 
Geoi^ Lunt, — is that the custom of perfectly 
candid criticism preruled among them, without 
even the least surmise that it would give pain or 
be deemed unkind. Stedman, in his intercourse 
with authors, whom he knew by the score, may 
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have bad bia patience severely tried. I do not 
know. I know that in his intercourse with me 
be was always truthful as well as considerate. 
There came a time, in the fulness of years, and 
while he yet lived, when I bad tbe opportunity of 
bearing my testimony to bis fine genius, bis lovely 
cbaracter, and his varied and precious achieve- 
ment. On December 6, 1900, to agnalize his 
completion and publication of that massive and 
splendid work " An American Anthology," tbe 
Authors' Club, of New York, gave a feast in his 
honor, on which occasion I delivered tbe address 
that here follows: 

WtoBo conquers the world, 
Wiimiiig its richee and fame, 
Coinea to the eyening at last. 
The sunset of three score years, 
Confessing that lore was real. 
All the reet was a dream. 

Those are tbe words of the loved and honored 
Poet around whom you have gathered to-night, 
to congratulate bim on the fulfilment of a great 
work and to crown bim with tbe laurel of a per- 
fect renown. They sound tbe keynote of this 
occasicHi, and no word of mine could make it 
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sound more true. He has lived worthy of lore; 
he possesses it; and love is the crown of life. 

I have listened here to the sweetest of all 
music, the music of the voice of friendship; and 
now, as I gaze over this brilliant company, — 
" the choice and master spirits " of American 
literatmrein our capital, — and connderthe motive 
of this assemblage and the emotion that thrills 
every heart, my Uiougbts go back to a memorable 
personal OEperience, nearly fifty years ago, when 
first, consciously, I worshipped at the shrine of 
ideal intellect and beau^. It was a lovely night, 
in May. The river Charles, flowing dreamily 
through the meadows of Cambridge, glimmered 
in burnished darkness under the faint hght of the 
stars. The winds were hushed. The soft air 
was laden with the fragrance of lilac and wood- 
bine. At some distance the clock in the old 
churdb tower was striking midnight; and I stood 
at the gate of Longfellow, whither I had come, a 
stranger and a pilgrim, to lay my hand upon the 
latch that the poet's hand had touched. Strange 
and wild is the heart of youth; but, unperverted 
by sdfiah ambition and unembittered by woridly 
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distrust, the heart of youth is true. Many a tune 
since then it has been my fortune to meet vith 
great airthors of the Present and to stand at t^ 
shrines of illustrious authors of the Fast. Long- 
fellow, Holmes, and ^A^lkie Collins were my dear 
personal friends. I have clasped hands with 
Charies Dickens, and Robert Browning, and 
Matthew Arnold. I have made a julgrimage to 
Sloperton Cottage, and worshipped in Bromham 
church, and stood at the grave of that wonderful 
singer, Thomas Moore, "the poet of all circles 
and the idol of bis own." I have been privil^ed 
to roam in the halls and cloisters and gardens of 
Newstead Abbey, and to kneel, in awe and rev- 
erence, beside the tomb of Byron, in Hucknall 
church. I have stood in the old Castle Street 
study of Sir Walter Scott, in Edinburgh, and 
held in my hands the original manuscript of his 
Journal, and looked upon the almost illegible 
tracery of the last words that fell from his im- 
mortal pen. And, many a time, by night and by 
day, I have mused in Stratford church, and heard, 
or seemed to hear, the angel echoes, as from an- 
other world, that float around the sacred dust of 



STEDMAN 301 

Shakespeare. JSut never have I felt more deeply 
tiian in my boyhood's dream and rapture, on that 
magical night at the gate of Longfellow, the 
glamour and the glory of poetic achievement and 
poetic renown. 

There were clouds, now and then, over the 
landscape, no doubt ; but, in the retrospect, poetic 
sentiment gladdens and glorifies all the Fast. 
Looking back to the middle of the last century 
and to the old, scholastic dty of Cambridge, 
where some of my early days were spent, I see, as 
in a vision, a time when the world seemed gentler 
than now it is, and a place where action had fallen 
asleep. The broad, white streets were shaded 
with copious elms, willows, and silver-leaf maples. 
The houses were, mostly, isolated in gardens. 
Tbe shining river Charles wound its sinuous way 
through broad reaches of golden marsh land,— 
still and solitary in the sunshine, save for the stir 
of rippling grass and the flight of a wandering 
gull. Once every hour the long omnibus roUed 
lamly throu^ the village street, on its drowsy 
journey to neighboring Boston. Once every day 
the noiseless tenor of life was faintly stirred by 
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the arrival of " The Boston Transcript" The 
bell was rung, in the church tower, at twelve, and 
the curfew at nine. At intervals the voice of the 
lecturer became audible, — Emerson, or Phillips, 
or Parker, or Beecher, or Chapin, or Osgood, or 
Whipple, or Curtis, or Giles. Once I heard 
the elder Dana, the author of " The Buc- 
caneer," — a slight, strange, gray, pdlid man, 
with dark, mysterious, awe-stricken eyes, — dis- 
course on " Hamlet." Sometimes, rambling 
among the quaint red college buildings at Har- 
vard, the gazer nught descry the decorous, stat^y, 
sable figure of Edward Everett; or the tall, 
shambling Felton, with spectacled nose and 
kindly, preoccupied face; or Pierce, the great 
professor of mathematics, with his long hair and 
hirsute visage; or the rough, surly Greek tutor 
Sophocles, in his cynic mood, which was incessant, 
and his andent doak, which seemed to be per- 
petual; or the manly presence and thoughtful 
coimtenance of Lowell; or the handsome, com- 
fortable Agassiz, with his beaming face, and 
dark, observant, benevolent eyes, so intellectual 
and so sweet. There also might be seen 
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tbe ambient Theophilus Parsons, happy in fais 
legal erudition, happier still in his Sweden- 
borgian faith and his sunny, cheerful, self-con- 
fident temper, that nothing could sadden. And 
there, scnnetimes, came tbe diminutiTe but erect, 
sprightly, vital Holmes, one of tbe blithest 
sfnrita, surely, that ever walked the earth. As 
I think of those times and persons, — serene in a 
halo of poetic distance and reverie, — I breathe 
once more the fragrant synaga and lilac in tbe 
half-forgotten springtime thai never can return, 
and hear tbe patter of the falling leaf in bur- 
nished autimm woods of Long Ago. 

The wild ardor of youth is chastened and 
sobered as years drift away, but, if once it has 
been felt, the emotion of delight in the achieve- 
ment of poetic genius is never quite extinguished. 
No realm of memory yields so much to comfort 
the heart and cheer the mind as the reahn that is 
peopled with the Poets of the Past, — ihat realm 
to which your honored guest, throwing wide the 
portals of song, has made the avenue of access so 
easy and so pleasant for the generations that 
are to follow him, and in which he will ever re- 
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mdn a noble and an honored figure. From " Bo- 
hemia " to " The Blameless Prince "; from " Old 
Brown" to "The Heart of New England"; 
from the unique, romantic, tender hallad of 
" Montagu " to the wild and pathetic rhapsody 
of " The Lord's Day Gale " ; from the Bryant 
Ode to the gossamer, lace-like, exquisite loreli- 
ness of " The Carib Sea " ; from " Alice of Mon- 
mouth," — with its thrilling, triumphuit diige> 
— ^to the inspired and beautiful " Ariel " that 
commemorates Shelley, the same pure poetic 
thought and feeUng flow steadily onward, and 
the same golden music sounds, — ^the music of a 
noble mind and a passionate and tender heart, by 
nature consecrated to the service of beauty, and, 
therefore, to the supreme welfare of manHnd. 
The Poet is not, and must not be, a teacher. He 
does not know, and he need not ask, in what way 
his spirit affects the world. Longfellow has told 
us that he foxmd his wandering song in the heart 
of a friend. Emerson has told us that the sex- 
ton, ringing his church bell, knows not that the 
great Napoleon, far off among the Alps, has 
reined his horse and paused to listen. The songs 
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of the poet are sifted into the nunds of men as the 
sunshine is sifted into the trees of the forest. In 
that wajr the Muse of Stedman has become a 
loved CfHDpanion to thousands of responsive 
souls; in that way his influence has wrought and 
his solid fame has grown. I sometimes think 
that the deadliest foe of creative impulse in 
poetry is the faculty of criticism, and that our 
poetic literature will never, as a whole, acquire 
the opulent vitality, bloom, and color of old 
English poetry, until our authors cease to be self- 
conscious and critical, and, — as that rare poet 
Richard Henry Stoddard so often and so 
happily has done, — yield themselves fully to their 
emotions. But the faculty of criticism, as Sted- 
man used it, becomes creative. Never have I 
found, in any of his pages, a narrow doctrine or a 
blighting word. Genius, he has said, is some- 
thing that comes without e£fort, and yet impels 
its possessor to heroic labor. No better word 
was ever said of it, nor was ever a more explicit 
example given of it than this which we now con- 
template and acchum, in the splendid fruition of 
his inspired, laborious, and grandly faithful life. 
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It is true, as our friend has said, that a " hreath 
of poetry is worth a breeze of comment." It 
was once my dream that I also nu^t contribute 
something to the poetry of my native land; some 
strain of beauty " that the world would not will- 
ingly let die." That dream has vanished, with 
many other dreams, — ^the fair beguilements with 
which young ambition is flattered by delusive 
hope, — ^and I can say, with old Greorge Colman: 

Jty Muse and I, ere youth and apiritB fied. 
Sat up together, many a night, no doubt; 

But now Fve sent the poor old lase to bed. 
Because — because my fire ia going out. 

She does not always stay there. Sometimes* 
long after midni^t, I find her in my arm<cluur» 
in the chimney comer, and together we look into 
the embers and think of our old friends: and this 
is what we should like to say to one of them, most 
honored and most prized: 

Comrade and friend I what tribute shall I rendert 

Boaes and lilies bloom no more for m^ 
And naught remains of Fancy's squand^^d splendor 

Save marieh flovers that fringe the sombre sea. 
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But were each word a rose, each thought a bleenng'. 

Each prayer a coronal of gems divines 
Honor and love and perfect trust confeeaing, 

Uy words, my thoughts, my prayers should all be thins 



For thon haet k^ the faith: thy boqI, nndannted. 
Whatever stomiB mij^t round thee rage and k^ 

By one celeetial poaaion still enchanted, 
Hu held its coune right onward to its goal. 

No sordid aim, no worldly greed, beguiling, 
Could ever wile thy constant heart astray; 

No vine-otad, Gircean, Cyprian Muses, smiling. 
Allure thy footsteps down the primroae way. 

Tboji hast not baedy gathered thrift with fawning, 
TSot worn a laurel Uiat thou hast not won; 

But, in thy zenith hour as in thy dawning. 
The good thy nature willed thy hand has dona 

On thy calm front the waves of trouble^ broken. 
Have backward surged and left thee regnant atill: 

Nor tempests of the soul nor griefa un^oken 
Have e'er had power to shake thy steadfast wilL 



Thy glory cannot wane, — ^f or were thy singing 

Stilled at its source, through all the domes of fame^ 

In one great organ burst, superbly ringing. 
The iriiolo poetic choir would chant thy name. 
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Tby soul is mueic : from its deeps o'erflowing,— 
With the glad freedom of the wild-bird'a wing. 

Where icf galea o'er eunHt seas are blowing,— 
It sings because divinely bom to sing. 



ISo stain is on thy banner: e^andly streaming. 
Its diamond whiteness leads the tuneful host, 

Forerer in the front of honor beaming, 
And they that know tikee best must love thee most. 

Bo rest: tby regal throne thou haat ascended: 
The standards blaze, the golden trumpets ring. 

And in one voice our loyal hearts are blended — 
Qod blses the Poet and God save the EingI 



THE OttNITHORHYNCUS CLUB 

There was a notable group of writers and 
artists in New York, of earlier date than the 
Ffaff Bohemian coterie, comprising, among its 
many members (as I heard, for I was not asso- 
ciated with it), Francis Henry Temple Bellew, 
Charles Gayler, William North, Sol Eytinge, 
Charles G. Rosenberg, Charles B. Seymour, 
and Fitz-James O'Brien, all of whom are dead. 
.That society, unlike the Ffaff coterie, was, after 
a fortuitous fashion, organized, and it had a 
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name, — the remarkable name of the Omitho- 
rhyncus Club. In New Guinea there is a four- 
footed animal, having a bill like that of a duck, 
known to the inhabitants of that countrjr as the 
MuUigong, but, scientifically, designated the 
Ormtkorhyncus paradoxus, or Duck-Billed 
Platypus. The singular aspect of that quad- 
ruped had attracted the amused attention of 
Bellew, an excellent artist; and when, as hap- 
pened, a €}erman widow, poor, and wishful to 
retrieve her once opulent fortune, opened a res- 
taurant, in Spring Street, and wanted a name for 
it, he suggested that of the eccentric Australasian 
beast, and merrily persuaded her to adopt it ; and 
he punted a agn for ber, which was hung in 
front of the house, representing the Ornithorhyn- 
cus in the act of smoking a pipe, while grasping a 
glass of foaming beer. At that facetious sign 
the writers and artists constituting the Ornitho- 
rhyncus Club habitually met, for the pastime of 
talking, singing, joking, drinking beer, and 
smoking church-warden pipes. Many of thdr 
songs were composed among themselves, — one, 
written by O'Brien and sung to an ur from the 
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ever popular " Fra Diavolo," having been an 
especial f arorite. 

CH.ABLES B. gETMOUB 

In that group an especially attractive person- 
ality was that of Charles B. Seymour, with 
whom» later, I had the good fortune of friendly 
companionship. Seymour, who was an English- 
man, — bom in London, December 18, 1829, — 
came to Ameiica at the age of twenty* estab- 
lished his residence in New York, and, at first, 
obtained employment as a teacher. Later he 
became associated with the editorial staff of 
" The New York Times," which was started in 
1850, and when first we met he held the o£Bce of 
musdcal and dramatic reviewer for that paper, 
a position that he continued to occupy till his 
death, on May 18, 1869. Some of the qualifica- 
tions for such an ofiic^ are learning, judgment, 
taste, sensibility, discernment, a kind heart, and 
the habit of incessant industry. Seymour pos- 
sessed them, and during a period of fourteen years, 
from 1855 to 1869, he recorded the movement of 
musical and dramatic art in New Yoi^ advocat- 
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ing n^ principles, fostering worthy endeavor, 
lecogniaang merit, and continuously exerting a 
good influence, — ^the rather that his learning was 
tinged with playful humor and his indave style 
was felicitous with lightness of touch. Few writ- 
ers have the equanimity and patience to use the 
critical faculty in a thoughtful, thorough, con- 
scientious, impartial manner, and singers and 
actors are indeed fortunate who find themselves 
recognized in the press with an intelligent appre- 
ciation not less sympathetic and liberal than ac- 
curate and just. Seymour was not content with 
appreciating artists for himself; he labored to 
interpret them to others. That service, fully 
performed, imparts a measure of permanence to 
those artistic achievonents which, otherwise, are 
wholly ephnneraL The entranced listener to 
music or the enthralled spectator of acting is 
usually content wilih declaring that the one is 
magnificent or the other superb: the e£Bcient 
critic must justify his verdict of admiratim l^ 
exact analysis of the effect that has been pro- 
duced and of the cause that has produced it, and, 
in thus dcfdaring the reasons for his judgment, he 
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must define and designate the powers of an artist 
and the method hy which they have been used. 
iThat professional obligation Seymour always 
strove to meet, and therefore his writing was a 
benefit to his readers. 

But it was not only the talent of Seymour that 
commended him to the liking of those sensitive 
persons, the singers and the actors, of whom he 
wrote, and to the esteem of his fellow-workers in 
the press. His temperament was sweet and his 
life was gentle. He was simple and sincere. He 
took his part in the everyday work of life, and he 
did his best to make it worthy. Continuity of 
effort in composition had made him an exception- 
ally facile writer, so that his pen never halted, 
and in emergencies he was neither dazed nor per- 
plexed. His style was clear and terse, and a 
glow of spontaneous mirth often played along the 
silver threads of his thou^t. His writings in 
the press, — " a great-sized monster of ingrati- 
tudes," which has, in many countries, devolved 
the product of many briUiant minds, — are lost 
and gone. He was a correspondent for " The 
New York Times " at the Paris Exposition, in 
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1868» where lus services as a member of the 
American Conmiission were recognized by the 
presentation to him of a medal from the Emperor 
of France. One memorial of him, though, re- 
nuuns in something hke a permanent form — a 
volume of biography that he wrote, called " Self- 
Made Men," pubUshed in 1858. 

iWUXIAM NOBTH 

Among my relics there is a letter addressed 1^ 
Seymour to Frank Bellew, not only containing 
authentic biographical detail, but conveying a 
peculiarly sympathetic and winning intimation 
of the character of its writer: 

158 Nabuu STaxEi, N. Y., ITovflmber IT, 1864. 
DbabBkllew: 

You are iong era this acquainted with the melanelioly 
terminatiaii of our poor friend North's career. He left a 
letter for 70U, whidi has been forwarded. Other porticulara 
of the event were published in the " Daily Times " and other 
papers. The cause of death was love, not pover^. He im- 
preased that on me, the night before the catastrophe. I little 
thought that tiie threat he uttered then, — as he bad done 
manx tunes before, — would so eorely be carried into execu- 
tion. 

It is to me^ and will be to 700, s Bouroe of in m prwible 
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oonaolatifm that we, at leasts of all Me friends, understood, 
i^preciated, and loved him to the laat. To the time of his 
death I valued him as a brother, and cannot recall an angr; 
word that ever passed his lips or mine. Foot fellow; my, 
heart bleeds when I think of his sad, sad end. 

I wish to relieve you on one point where you will, I am 
Burev experience uneasiness. Eveiythins that propriety and 
love demanded hoa been done. The corpse now lies in the 
vault of Greenwood Cemetery. I have not interred it, be- 
cause I thought it necessary to write to England, to consult 
North's relations, before doing bo. I a^ nothing from them, 
only the privilege of honoring my poor friend's remains heie^ 
if they do not wiah them there. 

A great amount of sympathy has been elicited by the eirant, 
but I have not permitted it to interfere with my action in 
the matter. Exciting myself and nnderhill, there was no 
other friend here from whom North would have accepted a 
favor. I have not allowed any one to offend his memory by 
offering assistance now. Underbill insisted, and he alone 
participated. 

I have ninely days privilege of the vault If I do not hear 
fiom England in that time, I shall purchase a plot of ground, 
and suitably mark the spot where lies a man of genius, a 
gentleman, and a kind, brave, well loved friend. 

With best wishes for your happiness, 
I am, dear BelleW, 

Tours in sorrow, 

0. Sbthodb. 

More than fifty years have passed smee the 
death of William North. Not widely known in 
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Ms own time, he is not at all known now: yet his 
writings, notwithstanding indications of a vision- 
aiy, unstable brain, possess poetical enthusiasm 
and are a part of literature, while his personal 
story has a place in literary annals. Under the 
name of Dudley Mondel, he has, to some extent, 
sketched himself, in his nord called " The Slave 
of the Lamp," — existent now, thou^ long out 
of print, as " The Man of the World." He says 
that he was bom at sea, and that he was educated 
partly in England and partly in Grermany. In 
boyhood he wrote a norel called " Anli-Con- 
ingsby," for the purpose of controverting the 
political views of the then young Disraeli. He 
came from London to New York when about 
twenty-five years old, and he wrote industriously 
for "Graham's Magamie," " Harper's Maga- 
zine," "The Knickerbocker Magasane," "The 
Whig Review," and other periodical publications. 
Among his stories are ** The Phantom World," 
" The Usurer's Gift," " My Ghost," and " The 
Man That Married His Grandmother." North's 
fantastic, almost delirious " Slave of the Lamp " 
is not tor a moment comparable with " Treasure 
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Island," but it contains a lemote premonition of 
that Temarkable tale, in its account of a voyage 
to an auriferous isle, somewhere in the Antarctic 
zone, on which the adrenturous Dudley Mondel, 
the hero of the novel, and his singularly miscel- 
laneous companions found much gold, and on 
which, deep in the crater of a vast conical moun- 
tain, they discovered a broad lake of quicksilver, 
into which one of the group fell and was con- 
TO'ted into a inlver statue, reposing on the surface 
of the lake. 

The woman for hopeless love of whom North 
comnutted suicide was, in after years, known to 
me, and certunly she was beautiful enough to 
have inspired idolatrous pas^on in the breast of 
even a marble monument. The (atsi, crazy act 
was done on the ni^t of November 14, 1854. 
The unfortunate man drank prussic acid and fell 
dead, across Ms bed. Henry Clapp, who knew 
him well, told me that it was one of North's 
peculiarities that, in whatever room he chanced to 
be, at night, he could not bear to have the door 
stand open, even an inch : yet the door of the roran 
in ^H^uch be died was found to be standing ajar 
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by persons who, at morning, discovered the 
corpse. One of the letters that he left has drifted 
into my possession. It is written in blue ink, and 
it is, indeed, a ghastly souvenir of a ruined hfe: 

To F. T. Bkllbw and ISaa, Bbllbw. 

Deas Fbockds : — Ma; you be lispp; I Do not regTBt me. 
I am not fit for tiaa world. I fly to a better life. I am calm 
imi< brsTe fttiil hopsfnl. 

Ever Bffiectionatfll; and trolj', 

W. N(STH. 

SOL ETTINOE 

'A. man of original and deeply interesting char- 
acter, an artist of exceptional facility, possessed 
of a fine imagination and great warmth of feel- 
ing, passed from the world, in the death of m^ 
old companion of many years, Sol Eytinge, — an 
event which befell on March 26, 190fi, at 
Bayonn^ New Jersey. In his prime as a 
draughtsman he was distinguished for the felicity 
of his invention, the richness of his humor, and 
the tenderness of his pathos. He had a keen wit 
and he was the soul of kindness and mirth. The 
aggregate of his works is large, but, individually, 
ihey are widely scattered. The most appropriate 
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pictures that have been made for illustration of 
the novels of Dickens, — pictures that are truly 
representative and free from the element of cari- 
cature, — are those made by Eytinge> and it is 
remembered that they gained the emphatic ap- 
proval of the novehst. The portrait of Dickens 
that is included among the illustrations of this 
volume was made l^ Eytinge, and it is the best 
portrait existent of that great author, — ^because, 
while faithful to physical lineaments, it conveys 
expression of the mind and soul. The artist 
loved, reverenced, and understood the man whose 
semblance he had undertaken to create. 

A life dedicated to " the serene and silent art " 
is sddtnn eventful. That of Sol Eytinge was 
exceptionally tranquil. He was bom in Phila- 
delphia, October 28, 1838, and there was edu- 
cated. In June 1858 he was married, in Brook- 
lyn, to Miss Margaret Wlnship, — ^Rev. Henry 
Ward Beecher performing the marriage service, 
and the American humorist Mortimer Thomson, 
whose pen-name was Q. K. Philander Doesticks, 
P. B., acting as groomsman; a clever writer and 
& good fellow, almost or quite forgotten now. 
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Sol's dicle of artistic companionship, then and 
in after years, comprised Elihu Vedder, George 
H. Boughton, Cass Griswold, Charles Coleman, 
W. J. Henness^, William J. Linton, Albert 
and William Waud, and A. V. S. Anthony, — 
names that tell their own bright story of fine 
achievement and honorable distinction. It was a 
gay company, and many a happy hour do I re- 
member, of festive commuiion with it. Many of 
those old friends have passed away. Vedder and 
Coleman, veterans now, are dwelling at Capri, 
in Italy, — Vedder in the " Tower of the Four 
Winds," whereto I waft a greeting, across the 
world. The grave of Sol Eytinge is in Kew 
York Bay Cemetery, Jersey City. His widow, 
who survives, in serene age, long ago made a 
name In letters, by reason of her exceptional 
humor and her expert invention, particularly 
as a writer for the young, and to think of her 
is to recall many a convivial occasion that her 
generous hospitality provided and that her kind- 
ness and her genial wit enriched. 

The pictures that Eytinge made for embel- 
lishment of the poet Xiowell's " Vinon of Six 
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Launfal " are especially significant of his sense 
of romantic atmosphere and his sympathetic per- 
ception of poetic ideals. He was a man of inde- 
pendent mind and genial temperament; he was 
devoted to the ministration of beauty; and his 
conduct and manners had the charm and sim- 
plicity of genius. He was very dear to me as a 
comrade, and so I give myself the penave pleas- 
ure of gracing my pages with his name. Over 
lus grave mi^t well be written the lines that Dr. 
Johnson wrote, of Hogarth: 

The hand of him here torpid lies 

That drew the essential form of grace; 

Here cloaed in death the attentive e^ee 
That B&w the mannerB in the face. 

JiMBS BUSSELL LOWEIX 

When I was a youth, dwelling in Cambridge, 
I sometimes saw James Russell Lowell and often 
heard of him, but I did not then possess the honor 
of an acquaintance with him. At the fireside of 
Longfellow I heard many kind words about ab- 
sent friends and contemporary men of letters. 
Longfellow could be stem in rebuking faults and 
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condemning evil, but a gentle consideration for 
human weakness was one of the traits of his 
lovely character, and I observed that when he 
spoke of the absent he spoke kindly. His allu- 
sions to Lowell were frequent and affectionate. 
Having asked me, one evening, if I had ever seen 
Lowell, he exclaimed: " He is one of the manli- 
est and noblest men that ever lived 1 " As he said 
this he rose and playfully imitated Lowell's 
erect, dauntless bearing and manner. Those 
words made an indelible impresaon on my mind, 
and Lowell has always lived in my memory as 
he was represented by Longfellow. I did not 
meet him until long afterward, in 1881, when he 
held the office of American Minister to the Court 
of Saint James's. Our meeting occurred at a 
festival in London. He manifested cordial kind- 
ness, and then and later he was thoughtful in do- 
ing courtesies. His appearance had undergone 
a marked change. He was no longer militant 
nor enthusiastic. His aspect was that of pensive 
dignity and intellectual concentration. He was 
invaiiably gentle, but he was only mcanentarily 
playful. From observation, from slight social 
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intercourse with him, and from letters that 
passed between us, I derived the impression that 
Lowell was a man who broadened and mellowed 
through every year of his life, and who was more 
deeply interesting and lovable in his age than in 
his youth. He died in 1891, in his seventy-third 
year. Foets, when personally encountered, often 
disappoint expectation, but Lowell was not a dis- 
appdntment. Few men have been so generally 
attractive. He is not often mentioned as a poet, 
but frequently as an essayist, a moralist, and a 
reformer. If he had been bom and reared in Old 
instead of Kew England, if his genius had been 
developed amid the venerable, imposing antiqui- 
ties and exquisite rural beauties of that delicious 
country and clime, perhaps his poetic voice might 
have sounded a more alluring, dedave, trium- 
phant note. Furitanical environment seems to 
have shaped his destiny, while the ciitical faculty, 
that all-devouring monster, seems to have ham- 
pered his creative impulse, — an experience not 
uncommon, in an age when everybody writes 
" critidsm." But he was a great intellect, a po- 
tent moral force, a keen satirist, a critic both com- 
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prehensive and subtle, while the temperament of 
genius, combining aspiration and sensibility, in- 
TeBted him with inherent grace, — ^a quality ^i^ch 
has been well designated as an impression of 
beauty that cannot be analyzed. 

naSALD GRANT MITCHELL 

I had thought of writing a comprehensiTe re- 
view of the fidd of early American Literature, as 
an appropriate prelude to my sketches of repre- 
sentatire authors, of my own time, whom I have 
personally known; but I remembered that this 
had been thoroughly and admirably done by one 
who was long our literary chieftain, the wise and 
gentle Donald Grant Mitchell, in his book of 
" American Lands and Letters." It was my 
privilege to be a reader of Mitchell in early life, 
and for me bis writings have not lost their f asdnat- 
ing chaim. I did not meet him till he had sought 
the chimney nook of age, but for years he honored 
me wi^ lus regard, and I should grieve to lose 
any opportunity of paying my humble tribute to 
hismonory. Mitchell died, at Edge wood, Decem- 
ber 16, 1908. His excellent book about American 
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writers who flourished during the troubled forma- 
tive period that extends from the time of Captain 
John Smith to that of the advent of the poet 
Bryant is minute without being either laborious 
or prolix, — embodying the ripe conclusions of 
thoughtful research, and providing both narra- 
tive and commentary, in that tranquil, meditative 
spirit, that clarity of judgment, and that gracious 
facility of style which come only from large ex- 
perience, and which are possible only to a master 
of the literary art. Some of the early American 
writers were bigots, and their writings are harsh; 
but of all those writers Mitchell, working with fine 
intuition and a sux>erlatively light touch, fur- 
mshed a history that is rich with learning, delicious 
with gleams of playful humor, and charming with 
grace. Such antique worthies as Roger Will- 
iams, Cotton Mather, Jonathan Edwards, Sam- 
uel Sewall, Timothy Dwight, John Trumbull, 
and Joel Barlow, described by an annalist who 
read not only their books but their minds, are 
made as actual as when once they lived. 

Reading Mitchell is like strolling through 
the woods on a breezy summer day, with all its 
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pleasures of fragrant air, rustling boughs, Inrd 
notes, and tbe soft ripple of unseen brocks. His 
works fill many volumes, ranging backward over 
many years, but the earliest of them revealed the 
soul of the writer, and, except that he mellowed 
in time, he did not change. That same unity ap- 
peared in the character of Longfellow, — ^with 
whom, indeed, Mitchell was mentally and spirit- 
ually kindred. Readers who truly know the 
*' Reveries of a Bachelor " and " Dream Life " 
comprehend the author of them, and, loving those 
books, have learned them by heart. Most per- 
sons, authors included, neither allow peace to 
others nor find it themselves. The human being 
who tranquillizes his fellow creatures is rare. 
Mitchell, from the first, allured his readers with 
gentleness and made them calm. Washington 
Irving spoke of having been drawn toward him 
by the qualities of head and heart in bis writings; 
but he did not name them. Perhaps he would 
have mentioned, first of all, that quahty of grace 
whidi di£fuses peace, — that blending of dignity 
and sweetness which is at once the sign and the 
allurement of natural distinction. Mitchell never 
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stood in front of his subject, to ask attention to 
himself. Washington Irving had the same char- 
acteristic, and it was natural that they should be 
drawn together. In early life Mitchell was muc^ 
under the influence of that veteran. " Dream 
Life " was dedicated to Irving, and some of the 
best glimpses that can be obtuned of that revered 
author are found in Mitchell's written recollec- 
tions of him. The disciple, however, was not an 
imitator. Mitchell's papers on " The Squire " 
and " The Country Church " are as characteristic 
as anjrthing in " The Sketch Book," but their 
writer's style is his own. Authors, like actors, 
run in mental families, and the families are not 
numerous. Mitchell is of Irving's mental family, 
and both of them consort vrith Goldsmith. 

Another of his allurements is the great wealth 
of feeling implied in his works, and still another 
is his passionate love of Nature. He did not 
write many stories, but the ingredients of a 
superb novel are in the English and Italian ejn- 
sodes of the "Reveries of a Baehdor"; and 
surely the pen that could describe the touching 
incidents of the " Rainy Day at Armagh," in 
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the " Seven Stories," need not have shrunk from 
the field of fiction. No novelist has shown a 
deeper knowledge of youth, a keener sympathy 
with its sentiments, passions, and aspirations^ or 
a hroader capacity to see, ss a whole, the relations 
of human beings through the operation of love, 
and therewithal the elraiental experiences of hu- 
man life. " Every man's heart," he said, " is a 
living drama. Every death is a drop scene. 
Every book that records sentiment or pasnon is 
only a faint footlight, to throw a little flicker 
on the stage." It is the contemplative spirit that 
speaks, rather than the weaver of fiction, and 
such ft character clearly predicates a career of 
reticence and works of meditation. Mitchell's 
writings put much in little, and are addressed to 
persons who can think. They do not attempt to 
astonish, to dismay, or " to be knowing in bril- 
liance." They are simple, sound, and true, like 
the heart from which they sprang. Th^ have 
helped many an earnest soul to bear its burdens 
with dieorful patience, and that is why they are 
loved. Yet the literary art of tbem might almost 
equally well account for their fascination. If 
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his thane be only the sound of rain upon the 
roof, Mitchell endears it by some indefinable 
magic of touch. The fiddity and Uie quaintness 
of Izaak Walton and of White of Selbome live 
again, in the Edgewood books. In no other 
treasury can be found such sweet, artless, fra- 
grant manorials of the early and the late poets, 
who lived close to Natiu« and were nestled in her 
bosom, — ^the Greek and Roman bards of rural 
life, and such modems as Bums, Crabbe, Hogg, 
Shenstone, andBloomfield. Turning the leaves of 
*' Old Story Tellers," the reader seems to be in 
personal communion with cherished friends. De 
Foe, Swift, Goldsmith, Scott, — they are not 
merely names, but are living men: and all that 
body of literature is illxmiined with a droll, unob- 
trusive humor, as companionable as the sin^ng 
of the kettle on the hob, when the lamps are lit at 
evening, or as the cheery flame of a wood fire on 
the broad hearth, before which you sit and dream, 
when all around is in shadow and all is stilL 

Among the letters that Mitchell addressed to 
me there is one, much prized, that afifords a sig- 
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nificant example of the sincerity and simplicity 
of his large mind: 

My DuR Ua. Wintbb: 

I cumot foibear thunWing you for the ray kindlyy — tbo* 
much too flattering way, — in which you speak of some of iny 
little bodcB. 

I am all the more fateful since you are one of the very 
few writen of established r^utation who have had the 
hardihood to speak an honest, undisguised word of approvali 
— without apologizing to the public for having been decoyed 
into reading bodts of sentiment, and without shame-faced 
allusion to tlta " callow daya " or " green salad " days when 
audi reading was permisBible I 

I don't mean to quand with any of tlie good friends who 
put such condescension in tlieir praises: but I mean to thank 
you for something quite different — and ioelcomerl 

I hope you have received a copy of " American Lands and 
Letters," with a slip testifying to the " kindly regard " 

With which I am. 

Ever truly yours, 

Don'd Q. "SSnaaxUt, 

Edgewood, April 6, 1697. 
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One of the noblest minds and gentlest spirits 
I have ever known was Albert Heniy Smyth, 
whose affectionate friendship I had the peculiar 
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good fortune to possess during the last sixteen 
years of his life, — a life which was so auspicious 
to American LiteratuTe. and which was so sud- 
denly and prematurely ended, while yet he was 
in the prime of his brilliant and beneficent career. 
Our first meeting occurred on shipboard, in 1891, 
— ^in the course of a voyage to that England, so 
dear to us both and in which we passed many 
days of hap]^ companionship, — and Uie kindly 
regard for each other which then began only 
grew stronger and deeper with each succeeding 
year. Smyth was a native of Philadelphia, bom 
on June 18, 1868, and in a suburb of that city he 
died. May 4, 1907, in the 44th year of his age. 
The ordinance of death, sooner or later, afflicts 
ereiy heart, but it does not often happen that so 
many hearts are afflicted as were bereaved by the 
sudden death of Albert Henry Smyth. He was 
surrounded with affectionate friends. He was 
dearly loved. He was in the golden affluence of 
enjoyment and hope. He had only just com- 
pleted and published his superb edition of the 
works of Franklin, together with his Life of that 
statesman. The echoes of his oratorical triumph 
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at Paris, where he spoke (April 20, 1906), at 
the international unvdling of tiK statue of the 
great philosoher, had not died away. He bad 
gained an amaranth of fame ; he was dearly loved ; 
he was richly honored; and the pathway to yet 
more splendid achievement in letters and a yet 
wider circle of friends and ampler wealth of 
honors seemed opening before him, in one long 
vista of golden promise. His vitality, alike of 
body and mind, was so extraordinary that no 
thought of death could be assodated with him. 
He seemed formed to lead battalions of thought 
and to endure forever. His countenance was 
the beacon light of hope and joy. He animated 
every mind with which he came in contact. He 
dissipated doubts of a glorious future and he 
dispelled dejection. He was a thorough scholar, 
and he used his scholarship to cheer the onward 
march, and not to dispense gloom. He was a 
natural orator. He possessed a wonderful mem- 
ory, and it was richly stored with knowledge of 
the dasfflc literature of all lands. He was a rev- 
erent student of Shakespeare, and he was entirely 
competent as a Shakespeare scholar: among his 
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works there is aD admirable book on " Shake- 
speare's Pericles and ApoUonius of Tyre." He 
wrote a Life of Bayard Taylor and also a com- 
prehensire and minute history of the magamnes 
of Philadelphia and of ttie literary movement in 
tiiat old city, — which he so much loved and in 
which he is tenderly remembered and deeply 
mourned. His ambition was to excel in learning 
and to augment the excellence of American Liter- 
ature. He abhorred all " crank " movements and 
he denounced all efforts to corrupt the pure 
stream of literature with the erotic mush that 
parades itself under the name of " new thought." 
He was all that is meant by gentleman. Intellec- 
tual men find the strife of the world very hard, 
advocating that which is right, but the best that 
any intellectual worker can do is to follow in his 
footsteps. The loss of such a righteous force is 
unspeakable. His example remmns. 

I shall yield to the temptation here to preserve 
one of his letters, characteristic of the writer, and 
in itself both instructive and amuang, relative 
to the Bacon Humbug: 
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The Abt Clob, Fhil&delphu, Febniar; 6, 1009. 
Mt Dbar Wintbb: 

This Bftenuxm I lectured, to more than twelTS himdied 
fetsoBB, apon Lord Byron, and when I stopped at the Club, 
jaded from a lone: day of unceasing labor, I found "The 
Tribune" awaiting me, with your Shakespeare and Bacon 
article. 

What singular vitality that wretched hypothesiB and fraud 
eeems to have. "The wont is not, as long as we can say 
this is iba worst." I thought we had sounded the lowest 
d^th when DoaaaOy made his audaciona bid for the Hhekels 
of tlie credulous. But Owens went far de^»er, and now 
Oallnp— Oh, Qallup has simply gone " out of all whooping." 
What remains t Will not some one prove that the plays 
tlmnsdves do not ezistt that it is all " a phantasma and a 
hideous dream"! 

Women and weak minds aeean attracted to Hub mi^^ 
inquiry. Delia Bacon died in a mad-house. Mrs. Windle 
(or Swindle) died in a maiton de aante. llfn. Alario Watte 
said she had had an interview with Bacon himself, and 
he told her that he did write the plays but that the truth 
would not be known for another year. Is all this an ai^o- 
ment for, or against, Vassar, and Smith, and Bryn Mawrl 

What a spanking Frands Bacon wouU have got frmn hia 
tutor for talking «f Titus An-droQ-i-cus, or of " the ITfrme-an 
lion's nerve" I And how dismayed his master would hare 
been, at Trinity, upon finding Brutus reading, before 
PhiUppi, a book with " the leaf turned down." 

" I was much amused, the other day, at Hareton's exquisite 
exposure of the fraud in the Qallup bi-literaL Urs. Q., yon 
know, found that Bacon had, with infinite pains, tucked 
away a translation of Homer within the teactuie of Burton's 
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** Anatonr." Strange to eaj. Bacon shows an intimate 
knowledge of Pope's translation of the Biad, and quotes 
freel; and liberall; from it, wherever Pope canters off on 
an independent venture. 

"Shakespeare nnd kein ende" wrote Goethe; and indeed 
the etosdr glow of hia great fame attracts strangle and feeble 
insects to it. We have books written to prove that Hamlet 
was a woman; books to explain Hamlet b^ the phases of the 
moon; and I poseesa a laborious Oemuui diseertation upon 
the identity of the chilblains of the courtier in " Hamlet " 
with the froien toe of Thor, in the Teatonic m<rthologyI 
You recall the old verses : 



"With songs on his pontificalibos pinned 
Next Percy the Great did appear. 
And Farmer, who twice in a pamphlet had sinned. 
Brought up the empiricial rear." 

That "enQ>iriciBl rear" stretches on into vague perspec- 
tive, attended by Olympian laughter. 

Please prove mathematically that Henry Irving wroto the 
Sketch Book. It is as easy as to dnnonstrate that the 
squares of qnadrantal ursois are equal to minus unity. 

It gave me a thrill of pleasure to see your handwriting 
again. I am very bu^ and have been taxed to the nttemuwL 
I am homdese, and all my books are stored away in a large 
warehouse and I am sufficiraitly miserable in consequence. 
It would do me a world of good to see you and to be re- 
freshed and inspired by a talk with you. When you have 
a spare moment, will you not write me a brief note and tell 
me how yon are and what is happening in your world. 
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I called at Ed{t«wood during the Christmas holidays. 
Hitchell U fairly well> but tired and growing feeble. 
God bleas you and give you health and atiaigth. 
Ever yours, 

AlbxstH. Shtth. 

SooQ after the death of Smyth Uie following 
interesting letter about him was addressed to 
me by the poet Stedman: 

8di3 Bboadwat, Hay S2, 1007. 
Mt Deab Will: 

Since yonr tribute to Albert H. Smyth appeared, — surpris- 
ing me BO much in every way, except in respect of its beeufy 
and £tnes8, — ^I have been trying to write to you. Should 
have done so at once, ezc^t that, lately, I am very loth 
to add a featherwei^t to the burden which, at yonr age 
and mine, I know grows so heavy, — ao heavy for you I And 
soon I was attacked by a brief illness from which I am just 
picUng up. . . . 

The fine mesuHrial notice of A. H. S. startled me, — as well 
it might; for I had gone to the Century Club on the after- 
noon of May 6, expreesly in responae to a letter lecaved 
from him, and had written him a careful reply, which must 
have reached his home on the morning of hia deathi . . . 

Prof. Smyth, long an occasi<mal correspondent of mine, 
and one who, in youth, had seemed to care for my advice 
and regard, must have written me almost his last liMer, — 
perhaps his last, dated May 3. He wrote that Mr. Choate 
was nominating him for the Century; would I write in his 
favor, etc So I went straight to the Olub, cm Friday, May 8, 
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found Hiat Clioato had not jet put him up; sat down and 
wrote him that I would keep watch, and do what he wished, 
and ererything in my power. 

Ab Smyth's letter, apparently, came from one in perfect 
health and htqie, you can now underatand bow startled I was 
by your next day's announcement and eulogium. 

Yeatarday I had another such tragedy, — the dark shadow 
of one, — the instant killing of young Prof. Eastman, Boston 
"Tech," on the Back Bay. He was the pride of his pro- 
fession, and recently married to a Norwich girl, almost a 
daughter to me. A aheer, reascmless, cruelty of haphazard t 
Affectionately yours, 

EDHDliD O. SraOlCAK. 



PHUJP JAMES RAELEY 

On the occa^on of a visit to the old and deeply 
interesting city of Nottingham, England, in the 
autumn of 1897, I had the privilege, delightful 
and ever memorable to me, of a meeting with the 
poet Philip James Bailey, author of " Festus." 
That poem is not so widely read in our day as 
it was, many years ago, when it was first pub- 
lished ; yet it is a great poem ; magnificent equally 
with thought, imageiy, and feehng, vital with 
splendid audacity, and marvellous with eloquence ; 
and it is the most ludd and potent exposition 
that has been made, in Enghsh vers^ of the min- 
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istry of evil. The first edition of "Festus" 
appeared in 1847, and it was immediately re- 
printed in America. Benjamin B. Muzzey, a 
Boston publisher, early percaved its value, and, 
ignoring the rights of the author, sent it forth in 
several shapes, notably vith the honors of fine 
paper, large type, and illustrations by a favorite 
artist of that day, Hammat Billings. " In Am- 
erica," said the poet, in the course of his conv^- 
sation with me, " my * Festus ' has passed through 
thirty editions, while in England it has slowly 
and painfully toiled through eleven; and from 
America I have never received a nxpence for it. 
But I am glad to think that I have many read- 
ers and friends in that great country." 

Bailey, at that time, was ^ghty-two years old, 
but, although a little infirm, his mind was lumi- 
nous and vigorous. I found him in a pleasant 
home, in the street called the Ropewalk, not far 
from the Castle of Nottingham, and we con- 
versed in his drawing-room and in his study, and 
strolled in his garden. He was a man of medium 
height, of a sturdy figure, of a benign aspect, 
(imposed in manner, deliberate in movement, and 



338 OLD FRIENDS 

remarkable for his fine gray eyes and thick* 
bushy gray hair. He spoke in gentle tones* 
sometimes with humor, invariably with kindness 
and good nature, and he seemed the embodiment 
of peace. I have not met a person more serene, 
more content with fortune, more confident of 
the future. I had just received from an 
honored and beloved friend. Miss Ada Rehan, a 
copy of " Festus," — ^the only one that could 
be found in the bookshops of Nottingham, the 
poem being boimd under the same cover with 
Butler's " Analogy " and Combe's " Physiol- 
ogy," and upon the fiy-leaf of that book Bailey 
wrote an inscription for me, copying a few fa- 
vorite lines from his poem; and at parting he gave 
me a handful of flowers. 

In answer to an inquiiy as to Tennyson, be 
said: " William and Maiy Howitt, many years 
ago, gave a party, at which we were to meet, and 
I attended it ; but Tennyson did not come. Some 
time later Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Hall invited us, 
and this time Tennyson came, but I was unable to 
be presoit ; and so it happened that we never met. 
But we have often exchanged letters." On the 
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mantelpiece of his drawing-Toom were two gold- 
limmed goblets, to which he directed my atten- 
tion. " Those glasses," he said, " were once 
owned by George IV and Queen Caroline." He 
asked me to inspect his library, — about five hun- 
dred volumes, — composed largely of pocket edi- 
tions of the old Roman authors, and bearing 
marks of continual use. On the library table was 
a little folding desk, covered with green cloth, and, 
sitting before it, in the poet's chair, I was hon- 
ored with a sight of a singular and precious man- 
uscript that be bad made, being a key to " Fes- 
tus": in shape a semicircle, the lines radiating 
from centre to circumference, the celestial, inter- 
mediary, astral, and terrestrial scenes being dis- 
tinguished by red, blue, and black ink; the whole 
showing the miity and harmony of his design. 
" My ' Festus,' " he said, " has too often been 
viewed as a disconnected and fragmentary work. 
It is, in fact, the blended result of one dear pur- 
pose." 

After the death of bis wife, in 1896, the poet 
dwelt in retirement. No mention was made of 
him during the Diamond JuHlee and no mark of 
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honor was conferred on him, — a singular omis- 
sion, remembering his great achievement and ex- 
ceptional worth. There are many impressive 
objects in Nottingham and its neighborhood: 
the birthplace of the poet Henry Kirke White; 
the caves beneath the castle, that are associated 
with the tragic story of Mortimer, Queen Isa- 
bella, and King Edward III; the spot where 
Charles I unfurled his standard for the fatal war 
with the Parliament of England; the treasures 
and the wonders of Welbec; the glories of Sher- 
wood Forest; the silver cup from which King 
Charles took the sacrament, on the morning of 
the day when he was slain; the mournful relics 
of Byron, at Newstead Abbey, and the tomb in 
which his ashes repose, in the old, towered church 
of Hucknall-Torkard : but I saw there nothing 
more significant of intellectual greatness and the 
mutability of fame than the lonely, almost for- 
gotten poet, Philip James Bailey. 

The house, in Nottingham, in which Bailey 
was bom, — ^a four-story brick building situated 
at Weekday Cross, — was demolished, in 1895, to 
make way for a railroad. Incidentally, as to the 
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domestic habits of the veteran autfagr, a comic 
fact was mentioned to me by his nephew, George 
H. Wollis, Esq., an eminent scholar and a grar 
dous gentleman, curator of the fine museum at 
Nottinghao!!. We had been speaking of the 
hardy constitution of the poet, unimpaired even 
at his great age. " What do you think he has, 
for his midnight supper?" asked my friendly 
acquaintance. " You could never guess. Hot 
Scotch whisky and cold suet pudding! " 

At this distance of time since the first publica- 
tion of " Festus," and considering all, of literary 
import, that has come and gone, in the interim, 
readers can scarcely be expected to realize the 
extraordinary effect that was caused by that 
book, at the outset of its career in America in its 
stimulative impulse toward the reading of poetry. 
Whether because of its semi-sacred character, or 
its massive, diversified stature, or its happy blend- 
ing of epical with dramatic form, or its fancied 
resemblance to Goethe's great poem of " Faust," 
— then much in vogue, — or for whatever other 
reason, everybody who read anything read " Fes- 
tus," and in all hterary circles it was long the 
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tbeme of interested discuasion. Perhaps the pub- 
lic of sixty years ago was a more thoughtful 
public tlian that of to-day: it certainly was more 
tranquil, and there are observers who venture to 
believe that the authors prominent in that period 
made a nobler display than is made by the au- 
thors prcnninent now. " Festus " helped its age 
in many ways — in no way more than by satisfying 
and reinforcing the love of good Uterature, foster- 
ing romantic taste, and inculcating faith and 
hope: 

Evil and good are God'e right hand and left. 

By ministiT of evil good is clear. 

And by teiiq)tation virtue . . . 

Earth is the fioor of Heaven ; in all ve see 

The great world-worker, the eternal Lord . . • 

All ages are His children. 

Philip James Bailey died, at Nottingham, 
September 6, 1902, aged eighty-ax years. These 
words of his may fitly close this frul memorial: 

Death is another life. We bow our heads 
At going out, we think, and enter atralght 
Another golden chamber of the King*!^ 
Larger than this we leave, and lovelier. 



NOTES 



NOTES 



LONGFELLOW 



At the time of Longfellow*8 death, in 1882, it 
was my privilege to offer, in the press, a humble 
tribute to his memory, and it chanced that I was 
gratified with many letters, all of them sympa- 
thetic and tender, relative to the loss of that great 
poet and noble person. A few of those letters, 
lovely in spirit and valuable as well for what Uiey 
suggest as for what they contiun, I can, after the 
lapse of more than a quarter of a century, vent- 
ure to print, knowing that they will be wel- 
craned and prized by lovers of Longfellow's writ- 
ings, and that generous minds will not censure 
me for including words of personal commenda- 
tion. It is gratitude, not vanity, that cherishes 
the approbation of genius and virtue. 



32 Pars Atkkuk, "S. Y., Uarch 3, 'B2. 
Ut Duk Wdtfeb: 

Toot article on Lon^ellow, in this momlng'a " Tribune" 

is 80 excellent that it paralyzed a little attempt of mine wbich 

845 
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Dr. Adler asked me to write for his Uemorial Sendee next 
Sunday. I wish your beautiful, touching, and appreciative 
nolioe oonld have been delivered in a cburch. A certain air 
of iriiat I may call " eacredness " is around all your recorded 
memories, and dieref ore I think tiiey should have been spoken 
on a Sund^. You know that I bare long been an admire 
of your proBe atyl^ and certainly no nobler specimen of it 
can be found than in your last article. Ihe first portiona 
were so good that I began to be criticaL I said " Winter can't 
go on in this way through two columne without slipping into 
some Bpecimens of bad taste." But, my dear fellow, yon 
n«t>0r slipped, in a single sentence, a single phrase, a tangle 
word. How rejoiced I was as I came to the fine concluaion I 
In haste. 

Ever sincerely yours, 

E. P. Whipplb. ^ 

Bbooxlts, April 14, 188S. 
3fT DxAB Mb. Wdtteb: 

Thanks for your kind letter — although it was a long time 
coming it was none the lees welcome — and the Eaeter card^ 
whidi were very pretty — and the article and poem on Lone* 
fellow. I think the " Ifemoir " one of the beat things yon 
have done. I cried as I lead, and think you must have cried 
as yon wrote it. The poem I have hidden away with my few 
treasures, among which are several letters from Longfellow. 
I think it exquisitely paflietic How proud and happy the 
good man of whom you wrote would have been oonld he have 
seen what sweet, kind things yon have said of faun. I q>ent 
a morning with him, at Mb request, just about four weeks 
before bis death, and it was one of the happiest mornings of 
my lifei I can see him yet bo plainly as he stood at the 
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window (be was t4X) ill to band me to the curlage as he had 
always done), "filing and kiasiner his hand till a turn in the 
load hid him. The new fallen anow and the bright sunlight 
made him look radiant aa be stood there. He had joat re- 
ceived from Cross the inkstand of Tom Moore^ which pleased 
him very much. He spoke of joux Trip to Tin gin nil. T17 
and come to see me this week, and I will tell jron all about 
bim then. — ^Don't forget 

Tour friend, as ever, 

Mabt J 



Wist Nxw Baaaras. 
Statek IsLiso, March 89, 1883. 
IIt Deab Wcttb: 

My heart reaponds to yoor sorrowful note. I knew that 
Longfellow was very frail, but I was not read; for the sudden 
end. Fortunately I was able to go over on Saturday evening 
and stand by hia coffin as the lid waa closed forever. Hia face 
was perfectly peaoeful, and the right arm was laid across hia 
breast. It waa in the large library in which I saw him liv- 
ing, for the last time, on the 1st of last July. No man living 
waa ao widely loved, no author was ever ao personally lammted. 
How spotless bis life I How pure and sweet bis character I 
The most famous of Americana, and wholly free from envy, 
malice, and all uncharitableneas. 

If I were at home on Sunday I should aak yon to coma up^ 
But I am not. Almost any erening but Tuesday and Sunday 
I am at home and generally by day. But yoa are a bird of 
nig^t. 

I do not forget that it was at Longf ellow's we met, and our 
mutual regard has the benediction of hia gradcus i 
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The fatiters are departing. I saw Emerson stand b; tfie 
coffin and look at tike dead face. Bui^ in Ms broken state, the 
dead aeemed happier than the living. 
Yours always, 

GSORGE WlLUAM OdBTIS. 

Boston, April 1, 1882. 
Mt Dear Ma. Winter : 

I thank you most warmly for yonr kind and feeKng nota 
Although for the last few years I have seen oomparetively 
little of Longfellow, he was always a living presence with zaa, 
and I have always been hoping that he might yet be able to 
be with us at the social gatherings where he was often pres- 
ent and always desired. What a beautiful memory he leaves I 
All speak in the same way of him, — ao gracious, so gentle, so 
altogether lovely in his intercourse with young and old. A 
bc^ of twelve years old, — a Btranger, one of the little army 
of autograph collectors, — came in just now and ia staring 
round my library as I writ«. He went a fortnight ago to sec 
Longfellow, ^o treated him with great kindness, and not 
only wrote him and his three companions their autograph, but 
gave them each a piece of cake, as if tbey had been his own 
grandchildren. Now, remembering bow those visitors must 
have swarmed about and settled upon him, nothing shows 
more sweetly the loving-kindness of the dear Poet. 

I have just received a very tender letter from Wbittier, who 
is deeply affected by the loss which saddens us alL For my- 
self I can truly say that the world is daricer for me than 
before, and life more lonely. Yet I am so pressed upon by 
my daily duties, and often so fatigued by the burdens which 
are laid upon me, that I find fault with myself for wanting 
the vacant hour in which to moom over our irreparable loss. 
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This winter has been a vers hard-working one for me^ and 
Tst litde has been accompIiHhied in it boTood ni7 rontine 
duties. But I find that, at seventy-two years, tlie thirty-two 
hi^ stairs at the Oollege are harder to climb tJian thejr were 
at half that age, when I began climbing them. My hundred 
lectures tire me more than they did. Add to this a corre- 
spondence which I hardly know what to do with, and you will 
understand that I can hardly indulge much in the train of 
saddening remembrances which gather round me with each 
year, and of iriiidi this last sorrow, though not wholly unpre- 
pared for it, ia one of the deepest and most lasting. 

I have read your article as well as your letter. Both over- 
flow with the tender sensibilitiea whidi belong to your dell- 
cata and impressionable nature: your warm heart will com- 
prehend what I mean. 

With kindest remembranoea I am. 

Very sincerely yours, 

O. W. Houus. 

33 HoNBOE Puce, Bbookltn, N. T., ^ril 8, 1883. 
Deab Mb. Whtteb: 

I write to thank you for your most interesting " Tribune " 
lettn and tender poem in memory of Longfellow. 

The poem I have just mailed to Hr. Whittier. 

It was only for the last few years of his life that I had the 
pkasore of knowing Mr. Longfellow personally, but thst ac- 
quaintance enables me to understand and appreciate all you 
say of him. 

In February he wrote me of his feebleness as if it were but 
temporary; and this gave me such hope and cheer about him 
that I was quite unprepared to hear of his death. 
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I tbank yon again for yovir letter and poem, which I havg 
read, u will bo manr otben, wi^ eympalhetic teara. 
.Very truly yours, 

Edita DxiH PbooHb. 



GEORGE ARNOLD 

Among the many letters' that Longfellow 
kindly sent to me there is one that I shall venture 
here to print, because of its reference to the 
poems of my dear old comrade George Arnold, 
who died in 1865, at the age of thirty-one. Those 
poons were collected and published by me, witii 
a memoir of the author. 

NahahTj July 23, 1866. 
ICt Dbab Mb. Wnfrnt; 

Aocept my thanks for the copy of Arnold's Poans, which 
you were so kind as to Bend me, and which I have read with 
great interest and pleaBure. He was a true poet; and I do 
not think that ycm have overstated his merits in your Intro- 
ductory Sketch, which is a graceful tribute to your friend. 

I am glad to learn fnnn your note that you are coming in 
this direction, and I hope you will find time to run down to 
Nahant, where you will be very welcome. Laat summer you 
did not come, though you half-promised me to do bo. Pray 
do not fail this year, as it is a long while since I had the 
pleasure of seeing you. 

iWith great regard, 

Yours truly, 

Hbkbt W. LoNoriLLOw. 



SELECTED LETTERS OF T. B. ALDBICH 
In the [sympathetic yet emineiitly judicious 
life of Cowley that was written, after the death 
of tiiat remarkable poet, l^ his affectionate 
friend Thomas Sprat, Bishop of Rodiester, there 
is a significant admonitory passage: 

"Letters that pass between particular 
friends" (so wrote the Bishop), "if they are 
written as they ought to be, can scarce ever be fit 
to see the light. They should not consist of ful- 
some compliments, or tedious polities, or elabcH 
rate elegancies, or general fancies; but th^ 
should hare a native clearness and shortness, a 
domestical plainness, and a peculiar kind of fa- 
miliarity, which can only affect the humor of 
those to whom they were intended. The very 
same passages which make writings of this nat- 
ure deli^tf ul amongst friends will lose all man- 
ner of taste when th^ come to be read by th<»e 
that are indifferent. In such letters the souls of 
men should appear undressed, and in that n^gii- 
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gent habit they may be fit to be seen by one or 
two in a chamber, but not to go abroad into the 
streets." 

The law as to the use of private letters could 
not be better formulated; yet there are occa- 
sions when, rightly and benefid^y, it can be 
relaxed. Literature would be much irnxmrer- 
ished, for example, lacking the familiar letters 
of Thomas Gray, William Cowper, and Sir Wal- 
ter Scott. It has happened to m^ in the course 
of a long life, to receive many letters from many 
interesting persons, — some of them the " heirs of 
fame." That fine poet the late Thomas Buley 
Aldrich was an intimate friend of mine during 
the greater part of his life. We first met in 
1855, and from that time till his death, March 
19, 1907, our cordial friendship remained un- 
broken. We had maintained an active corre- 
spondence for several months before we became 
personally acquainted, — he being then resident 
in New York and I in Cambridge, Mass. Al- 
drich was an exceedingly interesting person in 
his youth, and he retained his youthful spirit and 
personal charm till the end of fais days. Some 
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of my lamented comrade's letters, addressed to 
me long ago, — ^before experience, care, and the 
reserve that comes with years had, in any de- 
gree, checked his enthusiasm, — show such a gen- 
tle, affectionate nature, and reveal their writer 
in such a charming light, that I need not hesi- 
tate, now that the grave has closed over him, to 
make them known, at least in part They de- 
note him truly, depicting him in words that 
came direct from his heart, and that never till 
now have been seen by any eyes but mine. They 
accomplish a portrait of the poet as he was id 
his ingenuous boyhood, — a portrait which ob- 
servers of character and students of literature, 
appreciative of the fine achievement of lus ma- 
ture genius, are likely to welcome, nnce, per* 
haps, it suggests additional reason why his mem- 
ory should be cherished. A few of them, in- 
deed, may seem too much charged with romantic 
affection for his correspondent; nerertfaeless, be- 
cause they show the generosity of his nature, the 
beauty of his character, and the variety of his 
mind, they shall be given without modification, 
and in the belief that the disdosure of them 
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will be ascribed to the right motiT^ and not to 



In the midsummer of ISSff Aldrich was con- 
valescent i^ter a serious iUness, and on Jul3r 9 he 
wrote; 

How Bweet is the letter tliat OM&ei to a nok-room, tnah 
from HtB hand of a very dear though unaeon friend I And 
how aweet it Is, when one is juat oonvalesoeDt enongb to sit 
before a eomfortable writing deak and languidl; hang 
Ihongjita, like a we^a washing (pardon the homely com- 
parison), upm a Una, to watch "the swell mob of cbm- 
acters," as Tom Hood aa;s, creep gradually over the pagel 
This pleasure ia mine now, dear Wint^, and a sort of 
dreamy joy oomes over me, wheax I think how very soon 
your ejet will run over these lines,— «lmost following the 
pMnt of my pen. 

How odd th&t I have never seen youl How strange that 
we have looked into each other's hearts, and never touched 
a hand or exdianged a gUncel If we should never meet> I 
shall always think of you as one of the delicious phantcmis 
which have, before now, flitted throuf^ the heaven of my 
fancy, leaving roe coily a dim oonjecture of what it mifl^t 
have been. I cannot see you; but I can sraid you my mind, 
the better part of me, which cannot be taken away. ^Dkis 
invisible God in us, — ^this living, eternal mind, — ^is an awful 
boon. Uy brain is so heavy that it won't think, but my 
heart thinks, instead, and if there was ever a letter written 
from the aonl thia is one^— so dont read it carekasly. . . 
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The rest of the letter relates to personal ex- 
perience, essentially private. The letter that fol- 
lows is here given because it enables me to place 
a white rose of honor and constant affecticm on 
the grave of a forgotten poet— Albert Laig^ton, 
of Portsmouth. 

New Yosx, July 17. 1856. 
Ut Deir Fbund: 

Your laat ww read with peculUr pWsuTS. I am growing 
to lore TOUT letten and yoniself very macb. Will Winter 
bu beomne a fiztore in ray etot^ of pleaaant thoughtB, and 
I look forward with perfect jor to the time when I shall 
grasp his hand and hear his Toioe. It is something mom 
tiun mere cmioflitr. It ia affection and req)eot which make 
me wish to meet him. 

And joo, dear Winter, hare eicited more than a eommoti 
interest In the bosom of one I lore almost as well as life; 
nay, better, for I would lay down mine to save his. He writes 
very tender, beautiful verse. ... I enclose a notice whidb 
I wrote some time since of his poetry. . . . Observe the 
beauty ^ "Joe" and the pathos running throui^ "The 
Traas of Hair." I sent him one of your early letters to read 
(he resides in Portsmouth), and, to show in what IJ^t he 
holds yoo, I will use bis own words : 

I rtad his latter witb much pleasure ; In fact I read It three tfanei 

over, sad after every reading I wanted WlUIom Winter close bedde 
me, that I might give him a cordUl grsap of the hand and lay " God 
UsM you and godspeed yon In your divine calling t" I ihonld ny 
of him thai : ha has a noble, generous, seU-eoerlfldDg spirit ; a gen- 
tle, trusting, chfld-Uke loal. HU soul has " Imbibed mors shade 
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thaa ■on." H« hu a strong dwln for fiitndt, ftod, la hit own wbO' 
pig, comprahenilTe language, " wliU be lores he lovea veiy detrlf ." 
Do I mlajudge or overrete him 1 

And I wrote to my friend: "No, 70a neiibet misjudge 
nor OTemte him. William Winter is very noble and good, 
I am aure, and more worthy of your frienddup, in a hundred 
ways, than I am." 

Albert Laighton, — whom afterward I met, on 
the occa^on of a visit to the quaint, picturesque, 
interesting city of Portsmouth, and who became 
a close friend and a correspondent of mine, — 
was a native of that place, bom in 1829. He 
passed his life in Portsmouth, dying there on 
February 7, 1887, aged fifty-eight. He was a 
man of sweet and placid temperament, simple 
and dignified in manner, self-contained and un- 
obtrusive in character, — one of the gentlest and 
best of htmian beings. He was beloved by all 
who knew him well, and even those persons who 
saw him only once imbibed a deep and lasting 
impression of his innate nobility. His name was 
seldom seen in print, and bJs writings are, prac- 
tically, unknown. He was a poet of the aflfee- 
tions. His poems are marked by simplicity, 
grace, fancy, tender feeling, earnest religious 
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sentiment, and melodious versification. A col- 
lectim of them was published in Boston, in 1809. 
The principal i>oeni, written in the hermc meas- 
ure, was ddivered, by its author, before the 
United Literary Societies of Bowdoin College, 
on August 8, 1858. The book contains forty-nine 
other pieces, among the most characteristic of 
which are " The Missing Ships," " To My 
Soul," " Found Dead," " Joe," " The Tress of 
Hfur," and " The Song of the Skaters." 

Lfughton was not the bearer of a great poet- 
ical message, but he sang sweetly of lore, con- 
fident faith, and resignation; as a verbal artist 
be was felicitous in phrase; he used ridi colors 
with dfunty skill; and his style possesses the 
merit of simplid^. That sympathetic critic the 
venerable Andrew P. Peabody, D.D., writing in 
" The North American Review," of which he was 
the editor, in 1859, atdd of Lughton's poems: 
" They are the unforced, inevitable overflow of a 
true poetic nature, in harmony with all things 
beautiful; they are smooth and harmonious in 
rhythm; chcuce and polished, yet without con- 
ceit or mannerism, in diction; rich and growing 
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in imBgery; and lofty^ while unexaggerated, in 
sentiment." 

During his last days Lughton su£Fered much, 
but a long agony was endured by him with the 
silent, gentle patience which is ever the denote- 
ment of a manly character. Citation of a brief 
passage, representative of his poetic quality, will 
not, perhaps, be deemed inappropriate. These 
hues depict the midnight aky in winter: 



Qo, lift to hesren, at nie^t, thy wondering eyed. 

And read iba starry language of the skieal 

See Caaaiopeia in her i^^ chur. 

The golden tisil of Berenice's hair; 

The Hordiem Orown, whose jewels far outshine 

All earthly gems and gleam with lij^t divine; 

The Pleiades and lira's shining strings; 

The Silver Swan, the Dove with outspread wings; 

The Twins, that tread their path with one desire, 

The Great Orion with hie belt of firel 

Or turn from tbeee and watch the Northern Lights 

With jewelled feet ascend the heavenly heighta; 

While with fantastic shapes they haunt the brain;— 

A sky of amber streaked with silver rain; 

A blaze of gloiy, heaven's resplendent fires ; 

A Temple, gleaming, with a thousand spires; 

A sea of light that laves a ehore of stars; 

The gates of heaven; swift-rolling, fiery cars; 
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A goldea pnlae, qoidc bestiiiff through the nigM; 
Oontending annieB, mailed in uthot bri^t; 
A guuy onrtain, diawn hj anseen handst 
Nif^fs gorgeons draper; looped with stanr banda; 
Vast, burning cities that lie far awa;; 
Bluabea on ITatu2e*B face — pale e^osta of day; 
A boimdlesB prairie iwept by phantom £re; 
The vilnant strings of some gigantic Irre; 
Emblasoned chsrioti) erer skywatd driven; 
God'fl finger writing in tim hoA of heavsn; 
The flaming banner of the North unfurled. — 
The mystery that dares a boaating worldl 



Nbw Yoax, July 26, 1866. 
IfT Kant iHD Dkab !EViEin>: 

Tour letter, with its autobiographical touches at the end, 
was deeply interesting, and yon know, or ou^^t to know, 
that I thsnk you sincerely for the pleasure your generous 
paper gives ma You have a way of ssying a great deal in 
a very few Bii)q>Ie words, — a condensed tty]o, so suggestive 
and euphonious to read, and yet so diflcult to attaint Then 
there is such a heart of kindneaa in your paragrspha, so 
noble and strong, that I can feel it, unseen, throbbing against 
my own. I think we ahsll be even better friends than now, 
when we meet. Our tastes, in very many things, are alike, 
for often, under the cloak of quaint words, I have found 
the pulses of your thou^t to agree with min& 

Ton wish to make an ** apology " for certain bits of truth 
which yoo gave me, in your critique of " The Bells." I shall 
not admit of it, for your strictures were jutt, and it ia not 
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your better seaiBe„bnt four friendship, tliaf wotild take tbem 
back. Lore, afEection, or gratitude make poor criticB. 

I do not know what to say about your mnWing extracts 
from my poor letters to send to Mr. Longfellow. The deep 
and growing love I bear h\m and the earnest words with 
which I told yon of it I never meant for Am eyes, only youn, 
dear Will. But pleaae do not neglect to send me the prom- 
ised MS. .. . 

It gives me pleasure to know that you think kindly of 
l&lb^t Lai^ton. He ia modest and noble. I have been inti- 
mate with him several years, and have not found a grain of 
dross in bis nature. His heart was stamped in Ood's own 
mint) Heaven. I make all my friends love each other. 



The period of these letters was opulent in lit- 
erary harvest. James T. Fields had devised a 
particularly neat, modest, pleasing style of 
brown doth binding for the books that were pub- 
lished by tiie famous house of Ticknor & Fields, 
and volumes of special value, — foy Motherwell, 
Alexander Smith, Tennyson, Longfellow, 
"Barry Cornwall," Henry Giles, E. P. Whip- 
ple, De Quincey, Mrs. Howe, and other impor- 
tant writers, — ^were pouring from the press, to 
be eagerly welcomed and greedily devoured. 
The letter that follows will indicate the active 
interest that Aldrich felt in that teeming time 
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of titeraiy activity, and will illustrate the critical 
bent of his mind in youth. The first allusion is 
to Longfellow's " Courtship of Miles Standish," 
which was published in association with a con- 
siderable number of lyrics. 

AuguBt 16, 18SS. 
. . . The RnnouncemeDt of a new Tolnme by Longfdlow 
does not create such a furor as might have been expected; 
nerertheleaa his poem will be eTerything that hif^ getiius, 
leaming, and a quiet Bovi, like his, can make it. ... It 
is a pleasure to quote his poetry; to tell the vorld, in proae 
ever so humble, that it warms the heart like a dream of 
heaven. " li^ Loat Youth " ia ezqutaito, — one of those sub- 
dued twHigKt poems which be knows so well how to write. 
The critical objection to his " long, long thou^ts " is very 
"^r fetdied": but then, dogs will bark at the moon. . . . 

8«iie of the extracts from " Maud " I do not like, — ^because 
the measnre is, unf ortunatdy, long. The verses beginning 
" Ctnne into the garden " and those be^nning " Still on the 
tower stood the vane" are Tennyson himself. Thoughte, to 
him, must oome in swarms. I worship his books. There is 
one little song of his that haunte m& You know it and have 
admired it aa much as I: " It ia the MiUet'a Daas^ter," la 
not that poem perfeoti 

I lu^e Bailqy's " Mystic " will not be mystical in reali^, 
as hia writinga are very apt to be. " Featus " haa embalmed 
his name. He never can be forgotten while beautiful, paa- 
aionate poetry has a lover. He is scxnetimes obscure, and, 
to my mind. Obscurity is no attribute of Poetry. There are 
many verses famous among men of letters (I do not refer to 
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Bailey's particularl;) vbich, to the mere matter-of-fsct 
reader, aeem downrigbt dulneu; yet an indeecribable beauty 
nms through them, that cannot be analysed; it can on]; be 
felt. Such veneB I am not alow to lore and pruse; but many 
of Bailey's lined hare to be turned, and fingered, aad taken 
apart, like a Chinese puzsle, to get at ttieir meaning; and 
then, like the puzzle, they are not vorth the trouble^ This, 
I think, is a serious fault, and too general among our noblest 
poets. . . . 

Tou will think I have grovn immensdy critical, " bH of a 
sudden," for I have never ventured to give yoQ ao much 
critdcism before. I have been re-reading the critiques that 
you so kindly sent to me, and think you will be a great critic, 
one of these days. Yon look into a thing with much judg- 
ment and "sum up the case " like a haryer. , , , Ton speak 
of giving me another review. If you do I shall read it with 
joy and gratitude: but let me advise yoa not to permit your 
full, warm heart to throb in your eyes and blind you to my 
riiytlunic faults. Ton have received, before this, a copy of 
"Babie Bell"; it is one I have revised and corrected. Babie 
has been a very fortunate child. . . . 

Prentice's moat poetical poem is in the Knickerbocker 
Gallery, one of the finest hooka ever published and a rare 
tribute to Louis Gaylord Clarke, editor of "The Knicker- 
bocker Magazine" (who has treated me kindly). . . . 

You were not wrong in your idea of Qriswold'a " Poeta** 
It is a poor affair. Half of the poetry (f) would have been 
rejected by a country editor, and the biographical notioes are 
weak. I frequently meet him. He says he has a new volume 
of "Poets" in contemplation. May their shadows never be 
lessl . . . 

Tennyson is a King of simplicity and beaut?. I read his 
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" Two Voices " every other day. " The Princess " is a mms- 
terpiece. The man that fails to appreciate it most have reiy 
little BouL . . . 

" The baid " in my book is mesnt for Gerald Hasaey. I 
hare some of his poems, in his US. His ballad of " Babe 
Cristabel" is wild, and full of Seats-like imagei;. . . . 

The wind tliat comes in at my open window brings the 
tones of the nei^boring clock that has just sounded ona I 
must stand a few minutes at the window, to look at tlw catiq»- 
ground of tlie angels, with their starry watch-fires borning, 
and then—" to sleep, to sleep— perchance to draam.'* Qood- 
ni^t, m; dear friend. 



It will be rightly inferred, from the words 
which foIlow> that their writer had not yet out- 
lived the time of hero-worship and romantic en- 
thusiasm, but even a cynic may be pleased to be 
reminded that tiiere is such a time, and that the 
passage through it is not tJie worst of human 
experience. 

Writing to me, on September 80, 1805, Al- 
drich said: 

To cschange words witli one who gives gold for dross and 
pearls for pebble-stones it a pleasure; to examine tboae 
thoD^ts and to measure my correspondent's pulses with my 
own is a ttudj/, in his acc^tanoe who loves to watch tike 
different phases of difiFerent lives. '. , , 

I must thank 70U for the US. and the meange which ac- 
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Gompanied it. When you write to Mr. Longfellow, say that 
I am grateful for his kindness and that the few lines he sent 
are dearer to me than fine gold. I have been re-reading ^our 
pen portrait of him — a beautiful and finiBbed picture. Ko 
photograph could have given me bis features more admir- 
ably. A fine engraving of him hangs before me, Burrounded 
with those of Willis, Bryant, Horris, Holmes, and Fits- 
Oreeue Halleck — who, by the way, says that there is not a 
line in " Babie Bell " which he could alter, and other Ibings 
particularly pleasing to me. His kind words were not 
written to me, however, but in a note to Mr. Coueos, of 
"Putnam's Monthly." 

Last Thursday evening I attended the dinner given by 
Kew Yoi^ Publishers to American Authors. It u well 
enough for them to give the poor dreamy devils something 
to eat, now and then. Authors, before now, have been hun- 
gry enough to eat poison. . . . The speeches, as a general 
thing, were dull ... It was a glorious si^t, and I wished 
a hundred times that W. W. was with me. . . ~ 

Bemember me to Mr. Haskell, kindly. [The reference ia 
to Daniel N. Haskell, at that time editor of " The Boston 
Transcript."] Moat men have an anatomical arrangement 
called a heart, which is supposed to be located in the breast. 
I say supposed to be; for, as they seldom show any, its ex- 
istence is merely a supposition. But Mr. Haskell's heart, I 
am inclined to think, beats in every vein. 



In his early letters to me Aldrich frequently 
refers to Longfellow, and he discloses, amply 
and tenderly, a trend of thought and feeling that 
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he never ceased to follow. Thus, on October 27* 
1855, he wrote: 

I have a thousand thingB to tell jou which I oanaot write 
to m; satisfBction, for pen and ink aie poor aubstitates for 
lips. There ia Bomething in a Toioe which e^vea ritallt? 
and paaaion to words ; and oftentimea, when I bang over the 
fine tranblea of a line which some dead poet haa left to the 
world, I could we^ to think of the dead voice. Wh; oould 
he not have left us that I I never read Longfellow, but I 
long to catch the modulation of his voice, and I break one 
of the Ten Commandments by envying my friend Winter, 
iriuMB privilege it is to write to him and speak to him. 

In a letter dated November 28> 1855, he wrote: 

Have I ever sptAen to you of Miss Alice Gary I I spoit 
last evening with her, and had a cosy talk about books, — 
she and I alone. She ia bo beautiful, and simple, and good 
that I love her. She has written some beautiful poetry. I 
place her at the very head of American female poeta. . . . 

I once saw Mr. Longfellow, in Titter's book-store. It 
was a loag time ago; about the time the " Goldm Legend " 
was published. He was speaking, I think, with Fields, and 
I did not know who be was until he had left the place. 
Angels sometimes stand beside us, and we know than 
not. . . . 

" Dwuiy's fTecklaoe " will be bound, in a week or eo. Tou 
shall have an earl; copy. What do yon think of "Dred"? 
How tame it seems beside Reade's "Susan Merton"! I 
think that novel is one of the noblest I ever read. The 
prison-Booifl is beyond anything Dickens has done, in the 
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B&me line. Wliat wonderful vitality and e 
run tbrongfa Beode's prose! 



In after years Aldridi acquired, — as most men 
do, — ^the " wordly wisdom," as it is called, which 
restrains sentiment and cools enthusiasm; but 
his feelings were not less deep because less freely 
expressed. Pages could be filled with extracts 
from his " wise " letters. Selection, however, 
continues to be attended with embarrassment, 
because scarcely one letter among hundreds can 
be found that does not contmn words of personal 
commendation. Soon after our first meeting, 
which occurred in the autumn of 1855, he wrote: 

I woB overjojed to meet you, but a rariei^ of other causes 
worked upon me and made me not myself. Mj meeting with 
you has not broken a link of my love for you. You are 
older looking than I had pictured you, and a trifle more 
thouf^ttfuL 

The letters thus far given show the sweet, in- 
genuous nattu« of the poet, as he was in his enthu- 
siastic youth. The selections that follow, — after a 
conaderable gap of time, during which, however, 
he wrote to me very constantly, — afford a glimpse 
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of him 08 he was in after life. On October 81» 
1880, he wrote to me: " I have just returned from 
watching at the deathbed of my mide, Mr. 
Frost, a faithful, good friend of my boyhood, 
and am heavy-hearted." 

After he had occupied for some time the posi- 
tion of editor of " The Atlantic Monthly " Aid- 
rich wrote: 

Maich 8, 1B81. 
Dkab Will: 

. . . The editorial chair of the Atlantic Hontblr is not 
the piece of furniture I would select for comfort t My old 
bamboo lounge at Fonkapog is worth a thousand of it I 
don't have time to breetbe. 

If that is (yBrien's poem, it is the best he ever wiot& 
Here and there I catch the tone of his Toic& That wild 
fancy, in the second stanza, about the floating yellow hair of 
the drowning snn, seems like O'Brien at his very best The 
poem is wholly new to me. . . , 
In great haste, as this writing shows. 

Always truly yours, 
T. B.A. 

I have come to the oondu^on, [he wrote to me (ISH)] 
Out more than half of the mischief done In this worid !■ 
done with the best intentions. Look at the shortsighted, in- 
tolerant prohibitionists, the howling woman snffragiBtB and the 
roaring maniacs who are bau^ng their heads against both 
sides of the tariff fanoe. They all mean well— oonfonnd 
theml" 
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69 MoDHT Vebhoit Stbezt, BoBTOlf, 

March 7, 1S9L 
Dbab Will: 

I have only sow got back to m; den in !Uount Vemon 
Street, where I find two wdcome letters from yon. That you 
like my new book giyec me great pleasure but the earlier 
letter, ia which you express your warm personal a£Fection, 
will OTOT be sacred and preclons to me. I am ^lad yoa wrote 
those pages, and did not withhold them. There ia not an 
affectionate word in the letter that I might not have spoken 
these thirty years and more. That night at Barrett's, when 
I glanced down and saw you sitting there— the one familiar 
face among all those strange faces — my mind instantly went 
back to the period when I lived in Portsmouth and yon in 
Cambridge, each standing on the brink of life, ready to 
plunge, and not knowing whether we could swim or not 
That a memory of those old days should have come to yon 
also is not strange; for hare we not more than once felt im- 
pelled, at the same hour and day, to write to each other, after 
two or three years of silence t I leave unsaid e hundred 
things which I would like to say here; but I am in the middle 
of a magazine story, and I must not let my pen run away 
with ma 

I shall look with interest to the coming of the Douglas 
boob. Those volumes of yours about England are the loveli- 
est things that have been done in this kind. Your dramatic 
writingB have won you great distinction, but here are your 
true themes, your destined work, end here you are easily at 
your beet. Irving lived among those scenes you love, but he 
never nestled so close to the poetic heart of England as you 
hav& Your plan of bringing prose and verae together is 
good and has a touch of novelty. I've just been rereading the 
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Eleg7 aa the Death of Longfellow, in the English Bambles. 
It would enrich the collected lyrics of any poet living. The 
dicrtaon is large and pure, and that refrain of the wild March 
winds wailing through the stanzas " takes me mightil;,'' as 
Mr. Pepys would s^. And now, good-by, and God be witli 
yoo. Your affectionate friend, 

T. B. Alisioh. 

F. 8, — I failed to pat my name on the fly-leaf of " The 
Sisten' Tragedf " because the hook was published and mailed 
during my absence from kmie. Some day I will do so. 

T. B. A. 

MoDMT Vkbhoh Strebt, 
October 22, 1891. 
Dbab Will: 

Those dramatic orations of yours are as wise and touching 
as anything I ever read. The bo(^ has been a great pleasure 
to me, these two days past, up in my workshop under the 
leads. I am veir sorry I did not hear you say all those 
sensible and prophetic things. 

I sent to you yesterday, to the care of Edwin, at the 
Players, a proof of the Century portrait. Sometime when 
you are uptown, look in at the Players and get it. 

I hope that all ia well with you and yours. Some one 
dear to me dies whenerer I go abroad. This time LowelL 
I hare written a poem about him. I trust you will like it 
when you read it, in the December Scribner's. 

Ever affectionately yours, 

TOH. 

There iSi probably, no author who has not suf- 
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fered from the exactions of strangers who in- 
sist upon asking all sorts of services — ^the writ- 
ing of autographs, the reading of manuscripts, 
the impartment of counsel, the exercise of per- 
sonal influence, etc.; innumerable requests being 
made, all of which require answer. Aldrich, in 
this letter, murmurs a gentle protest against this 
form of imposition: 

Boston, October S, 189S. 
Drab Will: 

It was veiy kind and tbougbtful of 70U to send me those 
Tribunes containing your tender monody on Curtia and the 
not less admirable tribute in prose^ I should have been sorry 
to miaa them, and I should have missed them. Last year 
Lowell, and now Curtis, and Whittier, and Parsons! How 
rapidly the world is growing poorer I 

The other day I lounged with a fieldglaas on the deck of 
the City of Paris, and tried to pi<^ out your particular nest 
on the lovely flank of Staten Island. I wondered which was 
the N'ew Brighton landing and if Curtis's house was viaible 
from my point of view. And I wanted to come ashore 1 

The health officers held us at anchor for eight mortal 
hours o£F Staten Island. How comfortable the little village 
looked, and how delicioualy cool and green the grass was, in 
protected dells here and therel The hollows seemed like 
great goblets of crime de menthi ]!fy e^ had got tired of 
drinking aea water and wanted something stronger. I've a 
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^rest respect for tbe solid earth. The eea wai a mistake — 
a Bort of topographical error I 

I hope 70U and yours are welL I have a score or two of 
things to say to you, but not time to say them in. Letters, 
letters, letters I Those of an old friend are ever welcome, 
but— the stupid strangers who make life a burdoi to mel 
Half of my waking hours are wasted on persons vAo have 
no business to write to me, and yet must n«eds be treated 
oonrteonsly, nnce they are courteous. I forgot to say that I 
had a joyous aft«r the theatre supper, at tbe I^ceum, wiA 
Irving and Ellen Terry, and la belle Sarah Bernhardt with 
her unravelled hair. The first two aaid pleasant things about 
joa to m& I am always ready to listen when folks talk so. 
Affectionately yours, 
ToH. 

Aldrich earnestly wished to excel in the field 
of the drama. He wrote two plays that were 
acted, " Mercedes " and " Judith," both of which 
possess elements of dramatic force and attributes 
of poetic beauty. 

MiLTCW, Uass., ^ril 18, 189S. 
Dbab Wnx: 

I am glad that your touching and thonghtful address on 
Curtis has been put into permanent form. Tbe little book 
followed me out here, and got an immediate reading, though 
I was up to my eyes in a belat«d piece of fiction. As I went 
fnaa page to page I regretted that I did not have the ^ea»- 
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lire of hearing you pronouiice those clear-cut aentenoea. I 
know that you spoke them admirably, and they must have 
helped you, for they have an air aa if they wonld lend them- 
selves KTBcioualy to the lipa. Thanks for the volume; it 
ahall have a place with its brothers. 

I closed my house on Monday last, intending to start for 
Chicago on the 86th; but Mr. Pahner ia going to bring out 
my bit of tragedy ("Mercedes") on the evening of May 
let, and I shall wait over to see it. I hope the thing will 
not fall quite flat. If Lester Wallack, in 1866, had not kept 
a play of mine six months, and then returned it to me, with 
ike seals uiAroTcen, I should, probably, have been a writer 
of dramaa instead of a writer of lyrics. Without breaking 
those aeala myaelf I put that MS. on the coals, in my room 
in Hancock Street, and gare up the idea of being Shake- 
speare I I was one of those Shakespeoies that get "stuck 
on the horizon," to use Lowell's delightful phrase. Ever 
yours, T. B. A. 

I had told my old friend of my intention to 
publish the Life of Edwin Booth and to dedicate 
the book to him, as one of that great actor's most 
intimate and beloved friends, and this was his 
reply: 

MiLTotf, Mass., May 11, 1883. 
De*e Will: 

On returning from New York I picked up a cold on the 
lungs, and am sitting up to-day for the first time since Sun- 
day. I can write only a few lines. I saw dear Edwin for 
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a. moment, and sud fsrewell to tliat sweert sonL He did not 
know me until the instant I touched hie hand, and Hion be 
smiled, and aaid " Tom Aldiichl " Immediately his mind 
was gone again, and he turned vacant qree upon me. That 
was our parting. 

To have my name associated wiHi t}ie beautiful studies 
70U have made of Ms character and his genius will be a 
great pleasure and honor to me. You are Edwin Booth's 
auliientic biographer. 

"Mercedes" was a success beTond my hopes. All the 
leading ioomals had favorable words for it The Tribune's 
criticism was most kindly fair. You being absent, not one 
of the dramatic critics was known to me personally, or even 
by name. The verdict was influenced by nothing but the 
evidence. I am happier over it than if I had ten books suc- 
ceed 1 Ifr. Palmer gave the play a beautiful setting, and it 
was finely acted. Uiss Julia Arthur has passion and insist, 
and made a personal hit. She will be as fine as the finest, 
five years from now. 

Fve ever so many things to say, but the doctor forbids 
me to do anything but keep quiet 

With love, 

Tom. 

Fve not thoui^t of much these last few days but Edwin, 
lying there at the Players, waiting for Death. His face has 
kept coming to me out of the darkness of my room. 

Edwin Booth died, at the Players, June 7, 
1898. My memoir of him was published in the 
following autumn, dedicated as follows: 
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To 

Thomas Bailer Aldricb, 

Bememberiiiff Old and Hai^y Dayi, 

I Dedicate This Memorial 

Of Our Friend and Comrade^ 

Edwin Booth, 

Forever Loved and Honored 

And Forever Mourned. 

"There is a world elsewhere." 

It is to the " Life and Art of Edwin Booth '* 
that the subjoined letter refers: 

FoKEAPoo, Nov. 1, 18S3. 
Dbae Will: 

Tour book reached ine last evening, and I read in it, far 
into the ni^t, with what interest I need not e&s. It is a 
complete record. The man we knew and the man the world 
knew are here drawn at full length. Hereafter others will, 
doubtless, attempt to write of Edwin Bootli, but th^ will have 
to come to your pages for authentic material, whether of 
biography or criticism. Everything that befell him was on 
a large scale — hia triumphs and his calamities. I count it 
one of his great pieces of good fortune that be had a wise and 
loving chronicler like you. I was glad to see Launt Thomp- 
son's noble bust among the illuBtrations, — which are admi- 
rable as a whole. I liked Mr. Scott's crayon the best. 

Sargent's portrait comes out well, and the lago is a won- 
derful bit of photography. Tour volume needs nothing but 
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ui alpliabetioal index of namee. I was at first a little doubt- 
ful of tlie footnotA on page 156, — m; impraeaioD of that 
bnzial scene woa ao inadequately ezpreeaed in tlioee few 
hutily'Written words; but perhaps the reader will read be- 
tween the lines, and let his sympathy fill out the picture 

Z notice that you speak of the Flayers as "The Flayers 
CltA "; that is not the name of the association. It was my 
happy fortune to suggest the name. Booth, Barrett, Bis- 
pham, Hutton, and Benedict were present at the birth, which 
oocnrred on Benedicfa steam yacht Oneida. 

When your book passes to a second prioting, as it will 
presently, will you please scrape away tike comma after the 
word tweei in the 19th line of my poem, and change " thai " 
to "tpAaf" f The line should read: 

Hay know what sweet majestia fac& 

Aa I closed the volume last night I suddenly felt tired 
for yon, thinViTig how hard yon must have woAed, these last 
fliree months. But here is your reward — ^yoa hare made a 
permanent addition to our slender store of biography and 
our still more slender store of dramatic criticism. I wish / 
had written the bookl And so, good nigfati 

Ever affectionately, 

TOH. 

In the letter that follows there is playful allu- 
sion to an old assodate of ours, long since passed 
away — Henry Clapp, editor and publisher of 
" The Saturday Press." That paper was started 
on October 28, 1858. One of Aldrich's early 
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publicatioiis was a poem, long out of print, called 
" The Course of True Love Never Did Run 
Smooth." A presentation copy, given to Clapp 
by the author, chanced to come into my posses- 
ion, and, knowing that he preferred to suppress 
the work as an inunature production, I sent it to 
Aldricb. Hence the reference to our departed 
ctnnrade. 

The Csaos, Tbnnant's Habbob, Madtb. 
July 30, 1S&5. 
DsiB Will: 

I have to thank you for two books, each of which inter- 
eated me in its own way. I hope that you will cany your 
" Shadows of the Stage " into many volumes and that I 
shall live to read them. The serieB, — valuable now, — will be 
precious hereafter. What if we had such a record of the 
stage in Shakespeare's timet 

Mj long-forgotten little book, which you were bo good as 
to send to me, is much more unsubetantial and ghostly than 
the slighteet of your " Shadows," — for they are of yesterday. 
How on earth did that particular copy fall into your hand t 
Did poor old Clapp ezpreas it to you C. O. D., by some 
Bupemstural messenger! The yellow leaves have a strange, 
muaty odor: 7s it brimstonef 

I wish you were within hailing distance of this place. I 
should love to have you make us a visit 

Ever yours, 

T. R A. 



ADA CAVENDISH 

Reference to ibe plays of WiIMe Colliiu and 
to die actress by whom chi^y they were made 
known in America affords an opportunity here 
for a word commemorative of another cherished 
friend passed away, the English actress Ada Cav- 
endish. There was, in the personality and in the 
art of that remarkable woman, a potent element 
of intellectual character. She did not conquer by 
beauty or authority, although she possessed both: 
she conquered by a winning intellectual person- 
ality, evinced in a charming, if sometimes irregu- 
lar, method of art. The two parts in which, espe- 
dally, she succeeded were Mercy Merrick, in 
** The New Magdalen," and Miss GtcUt, in " Ar- 
madale." In acting Mercy Merrick she had to 
impersonate a woman intrinsically good, but pas- 
sionate and wayward* who, by sin and cruel cir- 
cumstance, becomes enmeshed in a hopeless tangle 
of temptation and affliction; and she had to show 
her as passing through a succession of trials. 
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harrowing to the fine sensibility of womanhood, 
till, redeemed and purified, she found refuge if 
not peace in a saint-like abnegation of self. Her 
manifestation of that suffering woman's nature 
and experience was inspired with intense feeling, 
and it possessed the artistic merit of gradual 
development under the pressure of circumstance 
and of conscience. 

There is so much immaturity and shapeless ef- 
fort in the acting that is obtruded upon public ob- 
servation that a performance instinct with clear 
purpose, invested with simplicity, and finished 
with even a httle good taste, leaps at once into the 
favor of those persons who, capable of thought, 
are diligent in the service of the arts, making them 
indulgent of defects, because of sympathy with 
the right spirit. Ada Cavendish was well 
equipped thus to beguile judgment, for her face 
was luminous with hope and joy; her brilliant 
blue eyes were very gentle in expression; she had 
the sweet English voice; and her lithe, graceful, 
alert demeanor was a decisive allurement. As an 
actress she had not acquired that complete repose 
which only comes after long and varied experi- 
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ence, and sometimes the stress of her emotion 
made her action precipitate and her speech vehe- 
ment. But she expressed perfectly well the oper- 
ation of remorse beneath an aspect of artificial 
mirth, the anguish resultant from confiict of good 
and evil impulses, and the submissive meekness 
of repentance; and therdn she proved herself an 
actress of authority and skill. 

She was exceptionally peculiar. She acted 
parts that are strongly contrasted, — Mercy Mer- 
rick and RotaUnd, Lady Teasde and JuUet. for 
example, — but analysis of her acting, while it 
found beauties in each performance that s^ gav^ 
discerned that her supreme fidelity of impersona- 
tion was elicited by a character strongly tinctured 
with eccentridty, — that, namely, of Miss Ghxnlt, 
in Wilkie Collins's "Armadale." To that part 
she was exactly suited by phy^cal constitutioQ 
and by sensilrility and eccentridty of tempera- 
ment. The lithe figure, the ruddy golden hair, 
the eagerly expressive countenance, the rich, sym- 
pathetic vcHce, the quick, sinuous movements, the 
capability of rapid transition from wild exdte- 
ment to icy calm, the energy of mind, and the 
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depth of feeKng, — all those attributes of the 
woman harmoruzed with the author's conception 
of the character and reinforced the player's ex- 
pression of it. That personation disclosed and 
typified a nature essentially dramatic. There was 
a lack of symmetry in the method of it, but the 
spirit of it was perfect. The best actors, inevit- 
ably, are sometimes uneven in their art, but they 
are, in every fibre, suffused with magnetic fire. 
To see Ada Cavendish as Mis* GtcUt was to feel 
the spell of intense emotion and potent intellectual 
force. The foaming cataract, the flying cloud, 
the swirl of angry waves and the ruf^ of the tem- 
pest are symbols of the spirit that shone throng 
her acting, — a spirit audacious with abounding 
vitality, tremulous with eager impulse, and pa- 
thetically suggestive of predestined sorrow. To- 
ward the close of her life Ada Cavendish suffered 
much, but she met her fate with gentle resigna- 
tion and noble fortitude. Her grave is in Kensal 
Green. Her memory survives in faithful hearts. 



Ill closing these recollections I would venture 
to say that their defects are as well known to 
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as they can be to even the sternest of my 
iical readers. The chief defect in them, to 
y min dj is one of omission, — for I have known 
tiany fine spirits whom I have not even men- 
tioned in this dironide of the Fast. When I 
tlunk of the affection that has been lavished on 
me, in the course of a long life, not free from 
hardship, trial, and sorrow, I am overwhelmed 
with a sense not only of gratitude but of un- 
worthiness, and with a kind of pathetic awe. 
It is an error to judge harshly of hmnan nature. 
With all its defects, it contains celestial attri- 
butes. Xo estimate that I have made of any 
human being is extravagant I wish it had been 
possible, in this book, to celebrate my loved and 
revered friends among women, the noble and 
the gentle, who have brightened life and made 
it beautiful; — such women as Harriet McEwen 
Kimball, the author of the loveliest religious 
poetry that has been written in America; Louise 
Chandler Moulton, whose rare poetic genius, 
dimly understood or not even perceived by the 
social circle in which she moved, wUl grow more 
and more imposing in the lapse of time; and 
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depth of feeling, — all those attrihutes of the 
woman hannonized with the author's conception 
of the character and reinforced the player's ex- 
pression of it That personation disclosed and 
typified a nature essentially dramatic. There was 
a lack of symmetry in the method of it, hut the 
spirit of it was perfect. The hest actors, inevit- 
ahly, are sometimes uneven in their art, hut they 
are, in every fibre, suffused with magnetic fire. 
To see Ada Cavendish as Mm GwUt was to feel 
the spell of intense emotion and potent intellectual 
force. The foaming cataract, the flying cloud, 
the swirl of angry waves and the rush of the tem- 
pest are symbols of the spirit that shone through 
her acting, — a spirit audacious with abounding 
vitaUty, tremulous with eager impulse, and pa- 
thetically suggestive of predestined sorrow. To- 
ward the close of her life Ada Caivendish suffered 
mudi, hut she met her fate with gentle resigna- 
tion and noble fortitude. Her grave is in Kensal 
GreeiL Her memory survives in futhful hearts. 
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me as th^ can be to even the sternest of my 
critical readers. The chief defect in them, to 
my mind, is one of omission, — for I have known 
many fine spirits whom I have not even men- 
tioned in this dironicle of the Past. When I 
think of the affection that has been lavished on 
me, in the course of a long hfe, not free from 
hardship, trial, and sorrow, I am OTcrwhelmed 
with a sense not only of gratitude but of un- 
worthiness, and with a kind of pathetic awe. 
It is an error to judge harshly of hmnan nature. 
With all its defects, it contains celestial attri- 
butes. No estimate that I have made of any 
human being is extravagant. I wish it had been 
possible, in this book, to celebrate my loved and 
revered friends among womai, the noble and 
the gentie, who have brightened life and made 
it beautiful; — such women as Harriet McEwen 
Eimball, the author of the loveliest religious 
poetry that has been written in America; Louise 
Chandler Moulton, whose rue poetic genius, 
dimly understood or not even perceived by the 
social circle in which she moved, will grow more 
and mote imposing in the lapse of time; and 
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Ellen Mackay Hutchinson (Mrs. Royal Cot- 
tissoz), whose lyre has sounded a note that is not 
less original than sweet. I intended to include in 
this volume a special, elaborate chapter on the life 
and writings of my old friend the poet Stedman, 
but I have not done so, being desirous that the 
first comprehensive memorial of him should be 
the biography that his beloved grand-daughter, 
Laura Stedman, is now writing. Many a com- 
rade's name comes to my remembrance, tliat would 
warrant a chapter of reminiscence. Daniel N. 
Haskell, Frances A. Durivage, James T. Fields, 
Henry Giles, Benjamin F. ShiUaber, Adam 
Wallace Thaxter, Anson Burlingame, George 
Lxmt, Aurelius D. Parker, Stephen Gordon 
Nash, William Young (of the old "Albion"), 
William B. Reed, — ^with each of ydiom, and 
with others, I had pleasant communion and 
frequent and sometimes large correspondence, 
and each of whom would aiford interesting 
studies of character and amusing chronides of 
incident. But it is needful here to pause. There 
will come another occasion. Life, which is not 
devoid of romance now, was full of romance in 
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those other days, and it was aa opulent and as 
dear to those who are gone as it is to those who 
remun. Kature is ever generous, providing 
opportunity to each generation, and remuning 
indifferent to alL The essential thing is the 
manner in which opportunity is improved. The 
present period, wonderful in material achieve- 
ments and in acquisitions of sdence, is less re- 
markahle for poetry, romance, and a dvilizatioQ 
interfused with the dignity and sweetness of 
repose. The world, no doubt, is growing better, 
and not worse, for the liberation and tlie material 
comfort of mankind. Yet perhaps it could be 
declared, with some confidence, that the condition 
of literature and art fluctuates, — exhibiting at 
this time, an aspect of decUne. There is much 
animahsm in current literature, — notably that of 
fiction. There is much cynicism in contemporary 
thought. Among intellectual leaders there are 
few who cherish belief in anything, or even speak 
a word of cheer. Deference to the will of 
the multitude verges upon fear and is almost 
universaL No prophet can safely predict the 
next change; but, meanwhile, it seems indubi- 
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table that the great authors who eDdmned the 
heart and intellect of the community about the 
middle of the nineteenth centuiy were more 
original* fertile, and brilliant than those who 
clum the public attention now. It does not 
follow that greater minds than those of either 
period will not presently appear. The com- 
plexion of American literature has undergone 
mudi change since the caustic, honest pen of 
Foe depicted the local " Literati " of his period, 
and much change has occurred ance the eve of 
the Civil War. Other changes, no doubt, are 
imminent. Into that broad realm of specula- 
tion I do not venture. Enough if I have here 
succeeded in depicting at least a portion of the 
old literary time through which I lived, and 
some of the old friends whom it was delightful 
to know, and whose works are worthy of oran- 
memorative remembrance. 
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Horace Greeley, and con- 
trast with tiw Utter, 341; 



power ai an orstor, and pre- 
eminence aa such, 343; tlie 
last gtcat orator, 343; influ- 
ences affecting his derelop- 
ment as an orator, 343, 344, 
345, 346, 34T; bis method 
and manner In pubOo speed), 
348, 349, 9S0; conrersatlou 
with Roscoe Conklln^ 350; 
example of supreme eloqience 
mentioned 1^, 950; sacrifi- 
ces made bf him in his life; 
his experience, 3f3t wise ad- 
monitioi) by, 953; his patlenee 
and industry, 954; qoallty of, 
354, 995, 309; letter from 
him, about death and funeral 
of Longfellow, 347; his resi- 
dence, sro. 

Cu^man, Charlotte, great ac- 
tress, 75. 

Cushing, Caleb, 340. 

"Daisy's NecUace," early 

nord, bj T. B. Aldrleh, 

305. 
Daly, Augnstln, begins career 

as a writer, 137. 
Daly's Fifth Ayenue Theatre, 

19S. 
Dnff, Mary, 130. 
Dana, Charles Anderson, 339. 
Dana, Ridiard Henry, the 

poet, 45, m, 107, 304; his 

lecture on "Hamlet" 
Dane Law School, Hairard 

CoUege, 79. 
DaTldge, William P, actor, 137. 
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Day Book," "The New York, 
136. 

Declaration of Independence, 
■nnlrerutr of, celdirated in 
1876, la PhUadelphla, 167, 
168, 169, 170, 171, I73t au- 
thor ddiverfl poem; anecdote 
of General Hancock and 
General Sberman, 179. 

De Fo^ Daniel, 338. 

Delmonlco's Restaurant, (dd, 
71. 

De Qulncey, Thonuui, 31S, 360. 

DcscUe, Aim^e-OIjinpe, French 
actress, 909, 910; her tIcw 
of the character of Oract 
Roieberrf, 310. 

DICKENS, CHARLES, the 
elder, dress of, 48 ; his oplnfoa 
as to his portrait and illustra- 
tion of hie novels, 66; feel- 
ing manifested about, 108; 
IW, 114; sketch of, 181, »t 
nq,; invites tlie author to 
visit Idm in England; em- 
barks aboard the Rusda. 
181 ; lili opinim of " A Tide 
of T»o Cities"! 
for melodnuna, ISSt liis 
ner when Iwfore 
and Us manner in private 
Uf^ lS4i description of him 
and farewell to America, 
185; fareweU glimpse of; 
rtdt to his grove, 186; the 
^«ss out of which he took 
Us parting drink, on leaving 
America, 186; his readings; 



Involved in a railway acd- 
denti Ills son's care of htm, 
when reading; deatli, and 
that of bis son. ISO, 191; his 
house, at Gad's Hill, 199; 
critical examination of bis 
public readings, 19S. 909, 
380, 300, 36«. 

EHckens, Charles, the fonnger; 
his anecdotes of bis father, 
188, 189; his death, 1B1. 

Durivage, Francis Alexander, 
997. 

Dwight, Timothy, 894. 

Diamond Lens," "The, by F. 
J. O'Brien, 67. 

Disraeli, reply to bis "Con- 
ingsby" by William North, 
315. 

Dolby, George, manager for 
Dlckeos, 189. 

Dommett, Alfred, 83. 

"Don Cesar de Basan," 104. 

Donnelly, Ignatius, and the 
Bacon Humbug, 333. 

DoDglas, David, eminent pub- 
lisher In Edinburgh, 368. 

"Dred," nord, Iiy Mrs. Har- 
riet Beecher Stow^ 361. 

Dralce, Joseph Rodman, 96 

Dryden, Jcdin, 91, St, 154. 

Easy Cbdr, 'Ilie, to " Harper's 



Ecdesiastes. 963. 
Edinburgh, 300. 
Edwards, Jonatban, 394. 
Edwin, Jdm, actor, 984. 
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Emerson, Ralph Waldo^ &S, 
107, 177; influence ot, on 
Curtis, 331; qnaUtf of his 
expresdon in literature, 936; 
passage from his Dartmouth 
College Oration, repeated hj 
Curtis, SfiO, 965, 309, 304; 
at the funeral of LongfdlcKv, 
mratloned in letter bj G. Vf. 
Curtis, SiS. 

Erment, Temples of, 931, 

Everett, Edvard, Btatesman 
and orator, 938, 939, 943, per- 
sonal appearBnce; method 
of, and effect in, orator;', 
M5, 94S, 947; at Harvard, 
909. 

Eftinge, Sol, 308) artist, IBS; 
Dickens' opinion of portrait 
hy, S6| brief sketch of Ms 
career, 317, •( aeq.; burial 
place of, SIP. 

Expreu," "Hie New Toric, 
IS7. 

Fallen Star," "Hie, 69; stan- 
■as of It applicable to Its 
author, F. J. O'Brien, 78, 79, 

Fall of the Honse of Usher," 
"The, 67. 

Faneuil Hall, 937. 

"Faust," Gorthe'8, StI. 

Fechter, Charles, praise of, by 
Charies IHcfcens 189. 

Felton, Comelins, 107, 309. 

"Festus," by Philip James 
BBilejr, W, 336, 337, 338, 
339, 340, 341. 361. 

Fidds, Jsme* llioinaa, pnb< 



Usher, 6S, IIB, 189, 997, 380, 
365. 

Figureheads, in UtentDre, sa- 
tire of. Si, 

First HasMchusetts Batter^^, 
104, 

Ford, Jc^ T, theatrical man- 
ager, relic of Foe recdved 
from, 36. 

Forrest, Edwin, 196. 

Fourier, Francis Charles, 
translation of his treatise on 
"The Soda! Destiny of 
Han," 60, 69, 

Fox, Charles James, on poetry, 
154, 

Fronds, Jcim C, tribute to the 
mentory of Longfellow by, 
49, 

Franklin, Benjamin, 975, 330, 

Fremont, General John C, 

Frost, William, merchant, un- 
do of T. B. Aldrich, 
138, 

Fuller, Margaret (Conatesa 
d'OasoU), her criticism of 
Longfelltnr; contributes to 
"The New York Tribune," 
Sli deaUi of, 39, 999, 

Furtive Slave Law, 93S, 937. 

Gad's Hill, home of Charles 

IMckens, 189, 191; visited by 

the author, 199, 
Gallup, Mrs. Eliiabelh Wells, 

and the Bacon Humbug, 333. 
Gardette, Qiarles Demerais, his 

deception of the public wtOi 
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"The Fin Fleod." 65, 88, 

Gnrrick, Daifid, 113. 

Gsjier, ClMiries, dramatlrt, 308, 

George IV and Queen Cato- 
Une^ sounidn of, 339. 

GlUwn, Edward, 915. 

Giddings, Josbiu R„ S3T. 

Glfford, William. 375. 

Gil Blaa and the Archbishop, 
907. 

Giles, Henry, taujial, 107, 
343, SM, 309, 360. 

GiUUlan, George, Scotch csm^- 
ist, ST. 

Goethe^ John Wolfgang von, 
exemplar of Longfdlow, fil, 
81, 398, 334, 351. 

GloacestxT, Mass., birthplace 
of author, 975. 

Globe Theatre Uni, In Boston. 
190. 

GoldsDdth. Dr. OUver. 147, 179, 
353, 355; Washington Irring 
and Donald Grant Mitchell 
of the Mine "family," 396, 
398. 

Gongfa, Jdm B., "temperance 
orator," 376. 

Grobam, Lorimer, 398. 

"Graham's Magasloe,*' 68. 

Gray, Thomas, Longfdknr as- 
sodated with, by LoweU, 34; 
his " Elegy " and llwmaa 
Buchanan Read's " The Clos- 
ing Scene," as compared by 
Corentry Patmore, 99, 154; 
fate tetters, 353. 



Greeley, Horace, fonnder of 
"The New York Tribune," 
31; designation of, by Heniy 
Clapp, 63, laSi death of, 
mentioned in letter from 
Bayard Taylor; i^pearance 
of, 941, 343. 

Greene, Charles G., 6*. 

Greenwood Cemetery, 94. 

Griswold, Can, artist, 311. 

Griswold, Rufus Wllmot, S3, 
364. 

Grundy," "Mrs., comic paper, 
68. 

GuUford family (Lord North), 



Hagen, llxodore, editor and 
musicisn, 9S9. 

Hall, Ur. and Hn. J. C 
338. 

Hel^ John C 937. 

Hancock, General Winfleld 
Scott, ITl. 

Hanover, House of, 336. 

Halplne^ Charlea Graham 
(XOt O-RMIg), poet, edi- 
tor, soldier, 61. 

Hailed^ Pits-Greene Us 
"Marco Bonarls," 39, 80, 
107 1 his appreciation of Al- 
dridi's "BaUe BeU." 964, 
996. 

Harvard College, 199. 

Harrard College, Dane Law 
School of, 79. 

"Harris's Folly," Borton, 53. 

Harper's Perry, 104. 
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"Harper's BaMr," 386. 
"Hvper's Magadne," 71, 76, 

2M, aes. 

" Harper's Weddy." 101. 9M. 

Haskdl, Daniel N.. once editor 
of"Tlie Boeton Transcript "j 
employs tlte author in jrautli; 
characteristic remark of, 131, 
131,364. 

Hawthorne^ Nathaniel, U, 81, 
899, 343, 9U. 

HerJd," "The New York, S4, 
87, 1ST. 

Heron, Hatildl^ Mrs. Robert 
Stoepel, 100. 

Herrick, Robert poet, 139, 
lU, 9fi4. 

Hranans, PeUda, 8S0. 

Hcnders<Hi, John, actor, SI. 

Hennesejr, William J., , 

artist, 319. 

Higginson, Tlioinas Went- 
woTth, 199, 193. 

HIatory of Germany, by Bay- 
ard Taylor, 174. 

Hoffman, George Penno, 364. 

Hogarth, Wtmiam, 390. 

Htdland House, 113. 

Holland, Lord (Henry Rich- 
ard Vassal Pox), 113. 

Holland, George comedian, 
197. 

HOLMES, OLIVER WEN- 
DELL., poet, novelist, and 
physician, 45, 65, 81; sketch 
of, 107, «t teq.; characteristic 
poems of, designated, 109; ad- 
mlratlm of the young for him. 



110; illomhutive Indlcatioa 
of hUcharacter,lI0,llI.I19; 
remarkable period spanned l^ 
his Ufe, 113; variety of his 
accompUsliments, 114; his 
rank as a poet, 115; his ap- 
pearance, and method when 
spealdng In publli^ llSt his 
fine delivery of his poem on 
Hoore, 1 1 7t "AtUnUc 
Monthly" festival in Iionor 
of him, 119; remarkable ef- 
fect of his delivery of " The 
Iron Gate," 130; poem In bis 
honor, by auUior, delivered 
on same occasion; effect of, 
190; letter from, about that 
poem, 131; anecdote of 
Lney Larcom. T. W. Hig- 
ginson, and author, at that 
festival, 133; characteristic 
letter from, 13fi; his liking 
for the stage, 195, 196; let- 
ter from, about old actors, 
196 ; his poem " The Old 
Flayer," and Shakespeara 
Od^ 196, 137; author's List 
meeting with him; cfaaractei^ 
IsUc attributes; anecdotes of, 
and his Interest in con- 
temporary life, 137-131 ; qual- 
ities of Ddnd and heart, 
191, 151, 154, 364, 300, 303; 
letter by, about death of 
LongfeUow, 34S, 364. 

Home Journal,'' " The New 
York. 76, 103, 136, 145. 

Homer. 154. 
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H(Kw bmue. the, in New 
Yoi^ 87. 

Hook, Tbeodoic, 984. 

Mood, Tbomai, SU. 

Hotton, Rnalimore 
13>. 

Hoo^ibMit Ijordf 
Honckton Mllnes, IM. 

Howdb, WlUiam Dean, noTd- 
lati hU Tlcm of Scott and 
Thackcraf menUoDed, W; a,p- 
pMnnce In jmith; TldU 
Charles PfalTi reataaraat; 
admiration ftir Walt Whit- 
man; Ua Incorrec t atate- 
menta as to the old " Bo- 
bonlan^" 88-01. 

Howe, Hn. JoUa Wwd, SM. 

Hoiritt, WUUam and Harf, 
S38. 

How land, Edward, 88; 
fonnder, wWi Henrf Clapp, 
of •"Hm New YoA Satni^ 
dar Pren," 137, 993. 

Hntton, LanrcDH^ 37S. 

Inehiqiihit Lord, lOS. 

"Iri^" 160. 

Irving Sir Henr7, actor. 91, 
S7I. 

Irving Waridngtoo, 45; remark 
br. to G. W. Curtis, on au- 
tborridp, 81. 107, BB4; his 
friendship wHli D. G. Mltdi- 
dl, S9S, 398. 

James II, King of England, 
1«. 



Jarrett, Henry C., tiieatrlcal 

nuutsger, 183. 
Jefferson, Joseph, actor, 198, 

18^ 908. 
J«ffrefs, George Lord 

(Judge), 147. 
Jemrid. Dooglsa, 91T. 
Johnson, Dr. Samnd, 91, 113; 

on poeti7, 1A3, IM; his lines 

on Hoguth, 390. 
Jtrimston, llionias, acts In 

"Yonng New York," 88. 
JonsoQ, Ben, Ills famous iytie 

■ang by George WUUam 

Cuitis and Lcater Wallack, 

967. 
Jordan, George, acta In 

"Young New York," 88. 

Kan^ EHdw, 09L 

Keats, John. 114, 959. 

Kecler, Ralph, 163. 

Kcen^ Laura, produces, and 

acts In, "Yoong New Yorit," 

88. 
Kerahlc, Pannf, anecdote of, 

983. 
Kinfr Her. Tbomts Starr. 9SB. 
Knitfavbodnr Hagaalne^" 

"■nie, 68. 
KnoW'NoOitDg^ the, 999. 

Lolgfaton, Albert, his letters to 
T. B. Aldridi, SU; brief 
sketch of, 3M, at teq. 

Lamb, Otafle^ 4S. 114, U4, 
IM, 9H. 

LampUghter," "The, 81. 
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Lander, General Frederic W^ 
11; nunor of ckuse of hts 
death, 104. 

LAndor, Walter Sarage, anec- 
dote of, U, 114. 

Lantern," "The, 76. 

Larcom, Luc;', at " Atlantic " 
festival to Holmea, 199, 133. 

"Lars," by Bayard Taylor, 
173, 1T4. 

Last Days of Samuel Rogert," 
"Tbe, oration by RnfuB 
Cboat^ 113. 

Latbrop, George Parsons, 194. 

Leader," "Tbe New York, 87. 

" Leaves of Grass," 8E>. 

Leslies " Stars and Stripes," 
lOS. 

*'L)fe on the Ocean Wave," 55. 

Und, Jenny, at Castle Garden, 
268. 

Linton, WlDiam J., poet, artist, 
31». 

Lockbart, John Gibson, bis 
Ufe of Scott, 913. 

Longfwood, Pa., Bajrard Tay- 
lor's grave at, 18, 

LONGFELLOW, HENRY 
WADSWORTH, aketch of 
his life, 17, at uq.; frlend- 
Mp of author with, 18, 19; 
birtli, ancestry, and educa- 
tion, 19 1 oecepts professor- 
ship at Harvard; marriage to 
Hary Potter; her death; 
manlage to Frances Apple- 
ton; ber death; his last visit 
to Europe; his death and 



burial, 20; Us works; bust. 
In Westminister AbbtT, 91; 
poetic rank of, and reason 
for, 21, 92i mention of 
works, 91, *( iwf.; 3:^ 33, 9S, 
29; some poems be thought 
too personal for pnbllcatlan; 
represents piindple of high- 
est Import, 93; monition of 
his life; place In llteratuiet 
range and varied of bis 
poetiy, 94; dgnlflcant anec- 
dote of, told by J. it Os- 
good, 95; a poet of poirer; 
effect of his writings, 98i 
dltparagement of, by Coven- 
try Fatmore, Margaret Ful- 
ler, and Edgar Poe; general, 
39, 35; motive of dlsparage- 
ment, 36; dislike of, and also 
Mrs. Longfellow's, for Mar- 
garet Fuller, 31; purpose of 
poet and critic contrasted by; 
custom of treating reviews, 
33; conversation with, about 
Poe, and comment; assailed 
by Foe, ST; at Charles Moc- 
kay's lecture on Dlbdin's 
Sea Songs, 38; midnight 
walk with; diaracteristicst 
comment on Mackay*B lect- 
ure, S9; keen sense of hu- 
mor; anecdotes denoting 
same, 40, 41, 43, 43, 44; 
never uttered detraction; 
anecdote related by, about 
Washington Allston, 45; 
anecdotes of him, 46, 4T( of- 
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tat to hof « newspaper for 
Butbor; ftpp&rel of, 48, 49; 
personal appearance of, 49) 
his character and patient en- 
dnrsnc^ 50; achievement 
Undred with that of Goethe, 
£1) 55. 81, lOT, 14S, lU. 145, 
154, 164; fascination of, tor 
TOuth; Cortls at bonte of, 
iSS, 995; his last line, 961; 
set, 999, 300, 3H, 390, 331, 
895. 345, «( uq.; 358, 360, 
361, 3ej^ 360. 

liost SteamsUp," "llie, poem; 
storj of { extraordlnarjr read- 
ing of, by Its auUwr. F. J. 
O'Brien, 97, BS. 
Lowell, James Russell, as- 
sodates Longfellow with 
Thixnas Graf, 94; mentioned, 
45. 55, 107, 943, 30S; his 
"Vision of Sir Launfal." 11- 
hutrated bj Sol Eyttaige, 
SIS; described to author hj 
Longfellow, 391 ; meeting 
with Um, In London, 391; 
Impression niode bj, 399 j 370, 
979. 

Luda di Lammermoor, Hme. 
Cora de WUborst as. 66. 

Ludlow. Flts-Hogfa, author of 
"The Hasbecsh Eater," 177, 
995. 

Lunt, George, poet, 54, 90T. 

Lftton, Edward Lytton Bnl- 
wer, fint lord, 913. 

Macaolaf, Tboaua BoUngton, 



Lord, 91; renuric of, 80| Hi) 
on poetiy, 154, 

Mackaf, Charles, his lecture 
on Dlbdln's Sea Songs; hla 
poons, 38; facts about; book 
by, on Medora Leigh, 40. 

Hackay, Eric, poet; son of 
Charles MaAaj, 40. 

Muiensle, Dr. R. Sbdton, 

mentioned as litMsr^ spon- 
sor for P. J. CBifcn, 7«. 

Macpberson. James, his "Os- 



Madonna, the Sistlne, 939. 

Han of the World," "The, 
nord, 68, S15. 

Marvel, Andrew, 359. 

Masque of the Gods," "Hie, 
IS5. 

Masaey, Gerald. Us "Babe 
Cristabd," 363. 

Mather, Cotton, 394. 

Mathews, Comellns, author, 
996. 

Mathews, Otaiies, romedlan, 
989. 

McLeod, Donald, author; com- 
rade of P. J. O'Brien; lu- 
dicrous quarrel between, 73, 

McCulloug^ JcAui, actor, effect 
on, of poem abont Moore, 
delivered bjr Hidmes, 118. 

Memnon, statue of, 930. 

MUncs; Richard Monckton, 
Lord Houghton, ISO. 

Milton, Jdbni Us blank vers^ 
31. 154, 954, 9M. 

Hlllward, Mr. and Mrs. 
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Cbarieti anecdote of, and 
ATUmvm Ward, 389, SIM. 

MITCHELZ, DONALD 
GRANT, lOT, VB, S43i 
fouDder of Baiy Chslr Id 
"Harper's," S65; sketch of 
•Dd trlbnle to^ 333, st Mq.; 
SSi, 32S, 33S, S3T, 338, SS9[ 
letter from, 399; mentioned 
by Albert Hmrj Si^th, In 
letter, S9A. 

Hontaigne, Michael de^ bis 
works meotioned, S4. 

Uoonstone," '*TbK, ColUiu'i ac- 
count of eheunuhmces un- 
der wfaldi it was written, 
313. 

Hoore^ IbomaB, Ut commem- 
oraUoo of centenat; of, 116, 
117, 118; lai) bU nuXboA 0» 
compotitlon. lU, 354, 300. 

HotberweU, WiUlam, 360. 

Hotief, Jirfm Lathrq), Si3. 

Uoulton, Louise Cbandler, M, 
ISt. 

Mount Anbnm, \as>, IM. 

Mullen, Edward P.. artist for 
"Vani^ Fair," 66, 88. 

MoKCf, Benjamin B., Boston; 
piraticaJ publisher of " Fes- 
tus," M, S3T. 

Nantucket, U. 

NapoteOD, listening to the 

sound of distant bells, SU. 
Nelll, HeuT, Journalist ; death 

of, 65. 
New En^and Statca; and- 



■laverj' in ow m e nt In, flSS; 
state of poUtica and par- 
ties; pt^nilar exdtcDMDt In, 
339. 

Mew York Tribune^" "Thc^ 
Margaret Fuller a eootrllra- 
tor to, SL 

New York Hotel. SB. 

New York Leader" "The, 61. 

New York, period of Uterair 
transition In, 105; condltlan 
of. In 1859-'60. 

Newstcad Abfa^, TlaH«d hf au- 
tiior; relics of Lord BTnmt 
his tnnb In HnekHll Tow- 
ard diurch, 900, 840, 

Noah, Major Mordecai Manad, 
TS. 137. 

North, Cbristoplier, (Prof. John 
WilBcm), 178. 

North, WUUam, idations vltti 
CKBrien. 67,08; accoantof Ma 
catecr; writlagsi anlddeiSlS 
to 317; his last letter. SIT. 

" Notes and QDcrlea." trllmte to 
Longfdlow in. 49. 

O'BRIEN. FITZ-JAHES, poet 
and loldier) vidssltsdes of a 
■tormf life) frequent por- 
atft disparaged, as Foe waai 
■hoit association with "llw 
New York Saturday Pmii") 
rvnaricable alxnt stories of, 
67, 08| ids method in coBspo- 
dtlon; anecdote, told bgr 
CIspp, suggests Incidents in 
a stofj, N; peculiarltiM of 
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Ub bdMTtor; poem of "The 
Sewing Bird," 71, 73j fiery 
temper of; qaarrel with Don- 
ald HcLeod, 73; cbarwter- 
istic letter of, 74 1 iwtivltj>, 
cddcatlon, ea^ experioice; 
comes to New York, liter- 
ary career, 75; his Tsrled and 
extraordinary career; allii- 
tion to, by T. B. Aldrldi; 
the best of hi£ works, 76; 
joins the New York Seventh 
Rcgimeiit, in CItU War; ser- 
Tiee as Aid to General Lan- 
der; fatally wounded, 77; 
death; comment by Henry 
Clapp, on hearing of wound; 
efaaracter and attainments, 
77, 79; appearance of, de- 
(crlbed. 79, B8, lOOt hU Ode 
on Kane, 93; quarrels of, B5; 
ids opinion of the poem of 
" Orgla " and of Its aattior, 
96; remarkable reading by, 
at PfafTs, 97, 98; "fistic 
Waterioo" of ; his nose 
brdieni comments of Doc- 
tor, 96; dcscriptlcni of faim 
by George Arnold, B9; fals 
writings collected, edited, and 
publlibed by tUs author; 
unpublished remidns, 109, 
lOS; characterlsUo letter 
from, to Aldrleh, 103; refer- 
ence to. In letter from AU 
dr1<±, 100, 101 [ author's first 
meeting with, 100; not heir 
to any title; ori^n of hoax 



abont that; Ma parentage; 
letter of A. W. Waud de- 
scribes his conduct and 
death, 104; his story of 
"What Was It?" 139; 
177, 399, 395, SOS, 309, 
367. 

O'Brien, Smith, Irish "a^ta- 
tor," 109. 

" Ode on the Death of Levett," 

Dr. Johnson's, 1 fit- 
Old Pedagt^cne," "Hi^ poem, 
93. 

OU« Braodi," "The, Bottoa, 
64. 

Omlthoriiyncus Qubt descrip- 
Uon of, 309. 

Osgood, James Ripley, pub- 
lisher, Boston, anecdote by, 
of Longfellow, 9A; 191, 17A, 
184, 189. 

Osgood, Her. SamiMl, 309. 

Otis, James, aS9. 

Owens, John E., actor, letter 
of O'Brien to, T4, T5| his per- 
formance of Soltm Skittffl* 
admired by Dickens, 184. 

Fsine, Tbeophllus, TS. 

Pantheon, "The, in Paris, 180. 

Palmer, Albert H. , theat- 
rical manager, 189, 379, 3T3. 

Pahner, Henry D., theatrical 
manager, 189. 

Parker House, the; Boston, 
IJfl. 

Parker, Joel, warlike decl»- 
ratl<Ri of, 939, 340. 
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Parker, llMOdore, Rer^ 339, 
337. 977. 303. 

Parknuui, Dr. Fimiida, mur- 
dered, 37T. 

Parsooi, nxapUltu, professor 
at Dane Lav School, Har- 
vard Odlege; hli advice to 
the author, in jonth, TS, 80; 
character of, 303. 

Parfon^ Thomas William, his 
** Ode on Dante " menUoDed i 
wMcdote of him and Long- 
fdlow, 4S, 370. 

Patmore, Coventry, Catholic 
poeti "Ilie Angel In the 
House" mentioned; his 
(pinion of Thomas Buchanan 
Read's "The Oosing Scen^" 
and of Graf's "Ekgy," and 
of Longfeltow, 90, 

Pattes des Moacbes," "Les. 1^ 
Vlctorien Sardou, 88. 

Paulding, James Klrke, norel- 
iat and poet. 964. 

Feabodf, Andrew, Rcr., editor; 
his praise of Albert Lal^ 
ton's poenu, 317. 

Peidval, Jsmes Oates, 364, 
XS. 

Pen7, Nora, poet, 134. 

Pfaff, Charles, his restaurant 
(" Pfaff^a Cave," name given 
to It b7 the author), dis- 
covered by Henrf Qapp, 63; 
description of, 04; literary 
and artistic frequenters of, 
64, 65, 66, TO. 83, 88, 91, 09. 

FhOUpi, Wendell, orator, 337, 



on, t^ G. W. 
Curtis, 31B, 96% 309. 

Pierce, Prof., famous mathe- 
matieUn, S09. 

Pitt, William. sUtesmon, on 
Bums, IBS. 

Pladde, Tbotaas, actor, 7S. 

Plato, 30. 

Players, Tlie, Club, founded by 
Edwin Booth la New York; 
name suggested by T. B. 
Aldricb. 375. 

PUys of T. B. Aldrldit "Mer- 
cedes" and "Judith of Be- 
thnlis," 371, 3T9. 

Pleasures of Memory," "The, 
by Samuel Rogers, 113. 

Prmtic^ George Denlson. poet 
and editor, 369. 

Press," "The New York Sat- 
urday, S7, 137. 

Proctor, Edna Dean, letter t^ 
her, about death of Long- 
feUow. 340. 

Psalm of Llf^" "Tlte, Bayard 
Taylor's parody of, 164. 

"Putnam's Magacln^" 76, 865, 

Pygmalion, 339. 

" Pynhurst," novel, T3, 

POE. EDGAR ALLAN, men- 
tion of his "Haunted 
Palace:" 33; his acrimoalons 
criUdsm of Longfellow; 
works of, edited by E. C 
Stedman and George Ed- 
ward Woodherry; allowance 
necessary, In Judging Us 
diaracter and writings, 33; 
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qnalltf Of M> "Haunted 
falacB," 34{ addenmentj 
dlsparagonait ot works i his 
deaQ^ St; itatement of J<dm 
Broag^Miu about ( mcntloa of 
Us stortai, SA| motlTn of 
much TlndlcUve cennire of 
him; relic of| poem of 
■nthor's read at dedicatioii 
of monument to, 96: con- 
versatloD of anthor with 
LongfWow about; burial of, 
88, 37; moDtloa of alleged 
postbumouB poem by, 95, 6T; 
experience' of, 81 1 leferciMc 
to detraction of, H| as to 
poetry, ISS ns, 177, «Mt 
his accomt of " the Literati " 
menUoned} his tttrij recop- 
nitI<Hi of Ba^rd Taylor as 
a poet, 990. 

"Poems of Haojr Years," IW. 

Poetry— what It la and la not; 
U», IH. 

Polk, James K., »«. 

"Poor Lono Hanrah Binding 
Sboe^" poem, Idd, 

Pope, Alexander, IS*. 3H| dla- 
eovtrj, by Hra. Gallup, that 
his translation of the Iliad 
waa Introduced by Francis 
Baoon. by means of cipher. 
Into BiHton's "Anatomy of 
Helandtoly," 384. 

Post," " The Boston. menUoned, 
M. 

Post," "Hw New YoA Evn- 
in^ 71^ 1ST. 



"Potlphar Papen," by G. W. 
Cortis. 3U. 



391. 

Raphael, da Urhlno, 833. 

Raven," " The, by Poe, trans- 
lated into German by Bay- 
ard Taylor, 75. 

Read, Thomas Boefaanan; C 
Patmora's oplnlea of "Hie 
Closing Scene" by, 99. 

Rcad^ Charles, norcillstt AI- 
dricVs oplnkm of " Il^s Never 
Too Late To Hcnd." 

Reev«^ Wyhert, actor, as OomiU 
Potoo, 909. 

Record of the Boston Stage," 
"A, M. 

Rdian, Ada, actress, 338. 

Rdd, WUtelaw, editor, orator, 
statesman, ITfl. 

" R^ected Addresses," men- 
ttoned, MS. 

"Retaliation," 959. 

Rerere Honsf^ Boston, ISft, 

Rhoades, James, his degy oo 

AtUmut Ward, 991. 
Rhyme of Rhode Iriand an<i 

the Thnea," "A, by G. W. 

Curtis, 933. 
Ridiardsaii, Sannd^ Dordls^ 

SO. 
" RlSeman, Shoot Ut * Fancj' 

Starts" H^ 
Ripl^, George^ at Brook 

Farm, H9. 
RoUnsoib Henry CrMt, 9tt. 
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Rogers, Suond; Rufns Choate, 
on; lines ^wut by Lord 
Holland; mnnorBble events 
spumed hy his Ufe, 113, 114, 

lis. 

Itogers, Nathaniel P, noted 
" AbollUanlst," 59. 

Rose, George {Arthur Bktteh- 
by); death, bnrial at Brtnnp' 
ton. SSI. See ^rtft«r Skttek- 
Uy. 

Rosenberg Charles &, drama- 
tist and Journalist, 308. 

Rnssell, Tocallst, U. 

Rnsda, the old steamship on 
whldi Charles Dickens sailed 
from Mew Toric, 181. 

St. Peter's, Rome, 839. 

Sargent, Epes, U, 396, 997. 

Saturday Evening GoKtte," 
■■Tbe Boston, 54, &&. 

Saturday Press," "The New 
Torfci author beeomes sub-ed- 
itor; its purpose, 57; F. J. 
O'Brien and T. B. Aldridi 
employed on, SO; character 
of, AO; satire of figure- 
heads in literature; dlscon- 
tlnned,«; ITS, 995. 

Savage, Rldiard, 334. 

Scariet Petticoat," " Th^ story, 
109. 

Scrap of Paper," " A, play, 68, 

Schliler, John Chrlstopber 
Frederic von, 175. 

Scott, portrait of Edwin Booth 
•> SamUi by, ST4. 



Scott, Sir Walter, wise remark 
of, 96; his comment on Us 
writingB, 38) refers to Lord 
Jeffrey; views of poetry and 
crltidsm similar to those ex- 
pressed later l^ Longfellow, 
33; 80, 89, 114; method of 
composition, 166, SOT; men- 
tion of mishap to glass of 
Kb\g George IV, 1B5. I8S; 
mental similiarity of to 
Stiakcspesre, 915; esUnntc 
of, as novelist, by Wllkie 
CoUins, 919, 93S, 953, 9M, 
300; orighial HS of bis Jour< 
nal, 3S8, 353. 

Scribners^ the, mentioned l>y 
Bayard Taylor, 1S3. 

"Self -Hade Hen," biographical 
sketches, by C. B. Seymour, 
313. 

Senanconr, Stqifaen Pivert At, 
83 

Seventh Regiment, New Yorii, 
FittJames O'Brien with, T7. 

SewBll, Samuel, 334. 

Sewing Bird," "The, its inspl- 
raUon and drift; singular cir- 
cumstances of Its composi- 
tion, T9,T3. 

Seymour, Charles B., 308; 
brief account of his life, 310, 
st »{.,' " Shadows of the 
Stage," 13S, 3T6. 

Shakespeare, Ter-Centennlal 
Celebration of, 18S; blank 
verse of, 31; 149, 155, 101, 
319, 936, 333, 934, 953, 954, 
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95«, 976, 38S, SSI, 33% 333, 
33^ 3TS. 

EDMnlf , Charles Dawson, cssajr- 
bt and poet; at PhfTt, 64, 
S8, SS) writings of and mod- 
esty about, M, Bfij death, 95, 
39% 995. 

S>aw, Lemuel G^ distinguished 
Jndge, 977. 

Sbdley, Percjr Byssfae, 95; 
Tennyson Ukened to, M, 114, 
14% 177, ITS, 954; Stedman's 
poem commODOrBtlTe of him 
mentianed, 304. 

ShilUber, Benjamin P, 997. 

Sbennon, General William Te- 
ITl. 



Shepherd, Nathan Graham, 
pMti at PfafTs, 65, S8, 999. 

Sieridan, Richard Brinsky, 91. 

Slddons, Sarah, 113. 

Sldnej-, Sir FUUp, 960. 

Sk»leMiy, Arthur (George 
Rose), sketch of his career, 
97% »t Mg. 

Save of The Lamp," "Tbc^ 
novel, 68. 

anlth, Alesander, 360. 

Smith, Captain John, 394. 

Smyth, Albert Henry, brief 
sketdi of his life and career, 
399, «t *tq.; his "life and 
Works of Franklin," 330. 

"Sodal Deatlny of Han," by 
Ponrier, 69. 

Society of the Army of the Fo- 
tamai^ Tlie, 167, 168. 



Sophocles, eccentric Gredc tn- 

tor at Harvard, 309. 
Southey, Robert his "Curse 



with Byron's "Don Juan," 
90. 

"Spadous Firmament " (Addi- 
son), 154. 

Spectator," " The^ descriptioa 
of, 966. 

Spragu^ Charles, BI, 950, 
964. 

Sprat, Thomas, Bishop of Roch- 
ester, his Ufe of the poet 
Abraham Cowley; view as to 
posthumous publication of 
personal letters, 351. 

Staten Island, 996. 

STEDHAN, EDMUND 
CLARENCE, works of Foe 
edited by, and George Ed- 
ward Woodberry. 3S| 105, 194; 
one of his meUiods In com- 
position, 15% 163, ITS; poem 
on Greeley mcntioDecl, 17% 
177; poem of " BtAemla," 17% 
1T9, 943j meeting In com- 
memoration of, 99% 39Z, 995) 
friendship of fifty years with 
the author; wide knowledge 
of authors, 99T, 304, 305; let- 
ter from, about death of At- 
bert Henry Smyth, 335, 

Steele, Sr Mdiard, 954. 

Sterne, Laurence, Rev., MS. 

Stoddard, Lorlmcr, 163. 

Stoddard, Rldiard Henry, 4% 
138; method In taa^oAfiOBi 
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lUt laS, ITT, ITB. 9S4, M9t 

au, ins, SOS. 

Stoddard, Hn. lUdurd Henij 
(EllHbeth Bar>t<nr),I63, ITT. 
Stocpd, Robert. 100. 
StoiT, William WctmoK; Ua 



Stowcv Un. Harriet B«edxr, 

SL 
Strshan ft Co, London, ITJ. 
Sumner, Cbarlei^ asMiilt oi^ 

93T, 34S. 
Swift, Rer. JonaUnn, MT. 338. 
Swlnbom^ Algernon Charies, 

»!. 
^mond^ WlUUam Law, 68. 

TAYLOR, BATARD, poet, 
nofidlit; anecdote oft "Echo 
Qub" 1^,161, letter fnmi,lMt 
parodlea Longfellow'a ** Fubn 
of lift," IH| finest poem 
of, IM| cfaaracterlstie letter 
from, about hla poern^ 166) 
partfalpatec In Deelantlon 
of Independence JabOach at 
FhUaddpUa, 1ST6 1 deUnn Ui 
Ode, wIUi great effect, Phfla- 
ddphla, ISTCt dutfacterirtle 
letter from, about that erent, 
109, irOt qnalttr of Us poetic 
exprcBBlon; themes eongoaUl 
with) particular poenu of, 
mentioned, ITSi diaracterls- 
Ue letters tma, about fall 
poems and trard^ ITS, ITS; 
ketuNS In Oermanj, In llie 
German brnguge, on Ameri- 



175] bopehl 
qnaH^ of hla ndod indleated, 
ITCt group of writers to 
wUdi he belonged! strong 
affeettim of Us asturet ITT; 
spirit of Us poeti7, ITS; ten- 
derness of, 178; was not of 
the " Bobendan " group, 1T8| 
spirit and personsllfy of, 1T9| 
persmal appearance^ 179 1 
grave of and epitaph, ISO; 
9S9, 9W; characterlMd by Ed- 
gar Poe, 3901 U«s of, by Al- 
bert Henr7 Sn^th, S». 

Taylor, Dongas, antiquarian 
and publisher, N. T, 138. 

Taylor, Lllllai). daughter of 
Bi^aid. 174. 

Taylor, Rer. "FaUier," Beaton, 
978. 

Temple CSiaidi, Landm, I4T. 

Tennyson, Alfred, first Lord, 
81 1 on l%Bkeq)eaT^ SS| 
thougfat himself bumoroust 
Um aDnsion to Sbelley, 40| 61, 
254, 360, 361. 

lliaztcr, Adam Wallace dra- 
matic critic, U. 

TiBrry, Ellen, acticas, STl. 

Thackeray, WnUam Halcepeae^ 
Ml as to poetry, 1H| SM, 
9S4t his early Ugh catlmaU 
of George William Curtis, as 
m, writer, Mlf S6T. 

Tbranson, Mortimer, humorist, 
(pen name Q, E, PUkmdtr 
DotMeki, P. B.), 31B. 

Tlionipson, Laan^ scnlptori Ua 
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bort of Sdwln Booth as 

SoMbt nNRUancd, 66, art. 
lliKiiodf on the death of 

George WUOani Curtis bj W. 

W., 970, «( Mf . 
TlckeU, TboaiBa, his spoatrophe 

to AddUon, 131. 
Tidnior, WUlUm D., publisher, 

36)^ 385. 
Times," " The N«r Tori^ mea- 

Uoned, T6. 
Ttnrer of the Pour Winds, home 

of EHfan Vedder, at Capri, 

tUiy, 319. 
Tower HIQ, London, 996. 
Transcript." "The Barton, H, 

134, lU. 
Tribiuie," "The New Toit 138, 

lea, 168, 174. 
Trvndnll, lobn, 394. 
Tnpper, Hartiii Parqobar, and 

fcda "Proverbial PhUosophr," 

30; pt^mlarltr of, fli. 

"Uncle Tom'a Cabin," men- 
tioned, 81 1 effect of, 9ST. 
Underwood, Franda H.,edltor,M. 

"Vanltjr Fair," conde paper of 

Tttal MTvice to the "Bohe- 

miani,'' T6, 
Vedder, BUbn, 319. 
VeUed Muse," "Th^ 178. 
Voice of the Silence," "Thc^ 

read at FhUadelpUa, by an- 

thor, 170^ 171, ITS. 

WeMer, Prof. John W., cde- 
brated murder case of, 977. 



Webster, Daniel, statesman and 
oratorj first seen by author, 
119| oratMlcal power of, 943^ 
9T7. 

Weed, llinrlow^ stateaman, 181. 

Wealef, Rer. Jabn, 967. 

Westminister Ahbcy, mention 
of, 31 1 grare of Oksrles Dick- 
ens In. 

Weekly Review," "Tie New 
York, 989L 

Wheatleigt), Charies, actor; in 
"Young New York,* 38. 

Whig ReTiew," " Tli^ T8. 

Whipple, Edwin P, U, H, 107; 
meeting with Rnfna Cboate, 
110; 943, 997, 309; letter by 
Um, abovt aathor^ com- 
LongfUlow, 



Whit4 Henrj Klikck hU Urtb- 
plae^ 340. 

WUtg^ GObKTt, Rer., of Sel- 
bomc^ S9& 

Whitman, Walt, (originaUf 
Walter), Bn^lsh admiration 
of; UBortglnal stjie, 30; at 
Pfaff*s) Us appearance and 
demeanor, 64, 88, 89 1 speci- 
men of Us pconllar "elo- 
quence" 91 ; aeqnalntaace 
wKl^ and remark about an- 
tbofi also about T. B. Al- 
dricb, 140; 1S4, 999, 9B3. 

Wbittler, John Oi«enle«f; Um 
"Mantle of St Jttei de Ha- 
tha," 99| Us poetrr. 85, 107, 
199; poem by Um tnnibted 



